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INTRODUCTION. 



This Comedy is from the Repertory of Beaumont and 
Fletcher; but it is generally believed to be the work of 
Fletcher alone, to whom, indeed, the commendatory 
verses by Hill, attribute it solely. Besides, it bears in- 
ternal evidence of its paternity in the lightness and eas/ 
elegance of its style, which mark it as Fletcher's own, 
untouched by Beaumont's heavier hand. It was not 
actea till after Fletcher's death in 1825, and was first 
published, I believe, in 1637, with the following pre- 
lowing preliminary couplet : 

Lectori. 
Would'st thou all wit — all comic art survey, 
Read here and wonder ; Fletcher writ the pUy. 

To its other merits it adds that of being freer from gross- 
ness than perhaps any other of Beaimiont and Fletcher's 
collection. There are, indeed, in the original play, 
some objectionable lines and passages which have heen 
carefully omitted in the present adaptation. Colley 
Cibber, that most persevering of adapters, to whom the 
Stage also owes the acted version of Richard III., pro- 
duced about 1704 a Comedy entitled " Love makes a Man, 
or, The Fop's Fortune ;" a jumble made up of a portion 
of this play and another of the same author's, " The 
Custom of the Country ;" in which, the play-wright has 
contrived, with perverse ingenuity, to dovetail the upper 
and lower half of two different comedies, destroying the 
unity of character of each, and producing an incongruous 
whole. This was a great literary injustice, and is suffi- 
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ciently punished by the obliyion into which his handi- 
work " The Fop's Fortune," has fallen. 

The present edition of this play, is from the original 
text of Beaumont and Fletcher, with such omissions, 
additions, and transpositions only, as render it suitable 
for representation on the modem Stage. 

The plot is remarkably simple ; too slight, perhaps, to 
keep up the interest during five acts. In fact the great 
object of the play is fulfilled in the third act, when 
Charles throws off the apathy of the scholar, and, in- 
spired by his love for AngelUnaj asserts his dignity as a 
man, and his rights as the Elder Brother : haying won 
the lady, the play is substantially over ; what follows is 
an anti-cHmaxy the only object of which is to ^ve 
JBustaee an opportunity of redeeming his character from 
the imputation of utter cowardice, by the spirit of his 
after-behavior. This might, however, with a little art, 
have been so managed as to close the play at the climax 
of its interest, viz. the self-vindication of Charles^ and 
his wooing and winning the lady. 

The character of Charles is gracefully and skilfully 
drawn — simple, earnest and sincere; and is well con- 
trasted with the empty coxcombry of JEustace. Angel- 
Kna is an honest, truthful woman, likely to prove a good 
wife, though not, perhaps, a brilliant character. The 
reply to her father in the first scene, when he asks her 
which she would prefer for a husband, the scholar or the 
courtier, proves her good sense and sound judgment ; 
and her after-choice of Charles^ and her rejection of his 
coxcomb brother, sustain her character. She is, in fact, 
just such a wife as a scholar should have; a sound, 
practical, right-thinking woman, likely to make a good 
housewife, and to take the trouble of ordinary matters 
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off her husband's hands ; and handsome withal, so as to 
enchain his imagination, and satisfy his love of the beau- 
tiftd. The hearty, honest, testy old Mtrarrumty who 

** though 
He cannot read a proclamation, 
Yet dotes on learning," 



is boldly and naturally drawn ; his humor is a pleasant re- 
lief to the obstinate dullness and worldly-mindedness of 
the two fathers, Brisac and Lewis. The play has many 
excellent passages, in Fletcher's best style ; some of ex- 
quisite beauty, especially in the third act. How natural 
in the mouth of a scholar and a poet, and how express- 
ive, at the same tinae, is Charleses exclamation on first 
beholding Angellina : 

** She has a face looks like a story ; 

The story of the heavens looks very like her !*' 

How beautiful is his lyrical address to Angellina— 

** Beauty clear and fair. 
Where the air 

Rather like a perfume dwells ; 
Where the violet and the rose 
Their blue veins in blush disclose. 

And come to honor nothing else ! 
Where to live near, 
And i^anted there. 

Is ta live, and still live new ; 
Where to gain favor is 
More than light, perpetual bliss ; 

Make me live by serving you. 
Dear, again back recall 

To this light, 
A stranger to himself and all; 

Both the wonder and the story 

Shall be yours, and eke the glory : 
I am your servant and your tl^all !*' 

So is his picture of the constant happiness of their fu- 
ture love : 

** We'll live together like two wanton vines 
Circling our souls and loves in one another; 
We'll spring together, and we'll bear one fruit ; 
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One joy shall make us smile, and one grief mourn. 

One age go with us, and one hour of death 

Shall close our eyes, and one grave make us happy," 

And again describing the purity of his passion for her, 
what a charming picture does he draw of the delights of 
a pure and constant love : 

•^ We'll lose ourselves in Venus* groves of myrtle. 
Where every little bird shall be a Cupid, 
And sing of love and youth ; each wind that blows. 
And curls the velvet leaves, sIieJI breed delights ; 
The ' laughing ' spring shall call us to their banks. 
And on the perfum'd flow'rs we'll feast our senses ; 
Yet we'll walk by, untainted of their pleasures. 
And, as they were pure temples, we'll talk in them.** 

As a whole, " The Elder Brother " is a refined and 
agreeable Comedy ; pleasing to read, and entertaining in 
representation. 

Mr. Anderson has the merit of haying introduced it 
to the American stage. 



iVb^e.-^The editor has not thought it necessary always to mark 
the several additions to the original text, in this version of the 
** Elder Brother." When important, they are occasionally indi- 
cated by a note at the foot of the page. The transpositions of the 
ioenes, and other alterations of the original play, it would be dif- 
ficult to point out, nor is it requisite to. do so 



COSTUME. 



The Costume of this play should, in strictness, be that of the 
period in which it was originally written and pjoduced, and (tf 
the country in which the scene is laid, viz., of the reign of Louii 
Xin. of France, (1610— 1643,)— that is: 

MEN: 

A jerkin or jacket open at the waist, and in the sleeve from the 
shoulder to the wrist ; or, open hanging sleeves, showing an inner 
sleeve ; deep lace collar, shoulder cloak, long trunks, with laoe 
below the knee, boots with bell tops lined with lace— or shoes ; a 
small hat, round, with feathers, — the hair worn long and wavy. 
Peasants, servants, &c., wore their hair short* The jacket was 
usually worn by gallants of a lighter color and material than the 
trunks. There was little difference in the form of the dress of the 
nobility and middle classes; the distinction was in the i^terials 
used. 

LADIES. 

An under-dress of white, or other light color, in silk, or satiny 
embroidered, with an over-dress of blue, pink, or other color in 
velvet or cloth, open in front from the waist downwards, half* 
train ; sleeves loose and open, showing the under-sleeve. (Vida 
Ferrario Costume, Antico e Modemo, vol. 7.) 

This would be the correct style : below is given such a costume 
as is ordinarily ut^ed in our theatres, without reference to any 
particular period. 



CHA.HLCs.'Plain grey tunic, trimmed and faced with black Telveto-grtj 
tighti, black velvet shoes, black velvet hat. 
BHHA.C -Old man's black velvet do., grey wig 
Lewis - " brown velvet do., trimmed with piece velvet. 

MiRAMOifT — *' drab cloth do., and pink colored velvet cloak. 

EusTA.cE — Ut Dress, Handsome green velvet riding tunic, white tights 
russet boots, spurs and sword ; 3tf Dressj white merino richly trimmed 
white silk stockings, white shoes, hat, and white feathers. 

EoHEMoNT and Cowsr — ^Dress similar to Eustace. 

AiTDREw— Plain grey doublet and hose, grey stockings. 

Brisac's Servants — Doublets and hose, blue, trimmed with black. 

Mirahokt's do — Same, brown do. 

AifOELLiiTA.— l«t Dress, Walking dress of orange colored Cachmere 
trimmed with white lace, hat and white feathers ; Sd Dress, Bridal dreu of 
white satin, richly trimmed, white veil ; Zd Dressy Walking diesi, clotky 
and hat 

Lilly— 'Blue merino dress, trimmed with blaofc velvet. 

Stlvia— Fancy colored merino skirt, black velvet boddice. 



CAST OP CHARACTERS. 

A ^_r J * *!. Walnut St. Theatre^ Holiday St. Tkemtf, 

As peifonned at the Phila., 1847. Balt., 1846. 
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Cowiiy, lEustice, 5 " Jordan " Kingdey 

Andrew, ( «, , ^ r^v^t I " Chapman " B. Chapman 
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PriMt, « Denly « Foster 

Notary, ** Stevens 

AngeUlna, (Daughter of Lord Lswis^ Birs. J. Wallack Miss A. Fisher 
Syma, (Aer Servant,) " Rogers Mrs.Lovell 

tuly. {Betrothed to JSLndrew^) Miss WagstalT Miss Slater 

Officers, Servants, Ladies, Biidemaids, tec., (cc. 

SoKNs — France. 

NSW-TORK. 

Park Theatre, Broadway T%taire» 

Lewis, . . • . . Mr. Barry Mr. Brydges 

Hiramont, " Bass " Yar-he 

Brisae, " A. Andrews " D.C.Andersoa 

Charles, " Anderson " Anderson, 

Eustace, **^ Dyott " Lester 

Egremont, ** S. Pearson " Kingsley 

Cowsy, " McDouall " McDonall 

Andrew, *' O. Andrews ** Hadaway 

Peter, " Morris " Wright 

Francoii, ... . . " Nelson '* Oallott 

Oregoire, " Bernard " Allen 

OUbert, " Oallott « Merrill 

Ralph, " Fovey '' O. Chapman 

Priest, " ^ Hunt 

Notary, " Heath " Thompson 

Angellina, Mrs. Abbot Miss F. Wallack 

Sylria, Miss Knight KJss Oordoa 

liUy, , . ... " Flynn 



EFTRANCES, EXITS, AND SITUATIOIVS. 

R. H., Right Hand ; L. H., Left Hand ; I. E., Is* Entrance ; U. 
E., 2d Entrance; III. E., 3rf Entrance ; C, Centre ; C. D., Centr€ 
Door ; D. F., Do(yr in Flat ; R. C, Right of Centre ; L. C, Left do, 

SCENES. 

9C^ Occasionallsr, when he has thought it would be of advan- 
tage, the editor has marked the Grooves in which each scene, or 
Aome paxticular scene should be set, thus : 

1 G., Ut Groove; 2 G., 2rf Groove ; 3 G., 3d Groove. 



THE ELDER BROTHER. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — A Grove, (IG.) 

(r. I.E.) JEnter Lewis, Angellina and Sylvia. 

Lewis, (tl.^ Nay, I must walk you further. 

Angel, (c.) I am tired, sir, 
And ne'er shall foot it home. 

Lewis. 'Tis for your health ; 
The want of exercise takes from your beauties. 
And sloth dries up your sweetness. That you are 
My only daughter, and my heir, is granted ; 
And you, in thankfulness must needs acknowledge 
You ever find me an indulgent father, 
And open-handed. 

Angel. Nor can you tax me, sir, 
I hope, for want of duty to deserve 
These favors from you. 

Lewis. No, my Angellina, 
I love and cherish thy obedience to me. 
Which my care to advance thee shall confirm. 
All that I aim at is to win thee from 
The practice of an idle, foolish state. 
Used by some women, who think any labor 
A blemish to their fair fortunes. 

Angel. Make me understand, sir, what His you 
point at. 

Levois. At the custom, how 
Virgins of wealthy families waste their youth ; 
Afler a long sleep, when you wake, your woman 
Presents your breakfast, then you sleep again ; 
Then rise, and being trimm'd up by others' hands, 
You are led to dinner, and that ended, either 
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To cards or to yoor coach (as if joa were 
Bom without motion) after this to sappetj 
And then to bed : And so your life runs round 
Without variety, or action, dau^ter. 

Syhia. (r. h.) (aside) Here's a leam'd lecture ! 

Lewis. I'd hare thee rise with the smi, walk, dance, 
(Mr hunt, 
Vint the groves and spings, and learn the virtues 
Of plants and simj^es : thus lay up a store 
Of health. 

Syhia, I could, sir, would you give me leave 
Prescribe a remedy for my lady's health, "^ 
And one shell like, too, far transcending those 
Tour lordship now has mentioned. 

Lewis. What is't, Sylvia ? 

Sylvia. What is 't ? A noble husband ! In that word, 
A noble husband, health and happiness 
Is wholly comprehended. Give her one, sir. 
And then the knowledge of your plants and simples, 
As I take it, were superfluous. 

Lewis. Well said, wench ! 

Angel. And who gave you commission to deliver 
Your verdict, minion } 

Sylvia. I deserve a fee, and not a frown, dear Madam ; 
I but speak 

Her thoughts, my lord, and what her bashfulness 
Refuses to give voice to. 

Lewis. 'Tis well urged 
And I approve it. (Sylvia goes up the stage) No more 

blushing, girl ; 
Thy woman halh spoken truth, and so prevented 
What I meant to move to thee. There dwells near, 
A gentleman of blood, Monsieur Brisac, 
Of a fair 'state, six thousand crowns per annum. 
The happy father of two hopeful sons. 
Of diflerent breeding : the elder a mere scholar ; 
The younger, a quaint courtier. 

Angel, Sir, I know them by public &me, 
Though yet I never saw them : 
And tnat opposed antipathy between , 
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Their various dispositions, renders them 
The general discourse and argument. 

Lewis, And which way, 
(If of these two you were to choose a husband) 
Doth your affection sway you ? 

Angel, To be plain, sir, 
(Since you will teach me boldness) as they are 
Simply themselves, to neither. Let a courtier 
Be never so exact, let him be bless 'd with 
All parts that yield him to a woman gracious, 
If he depend on others, and stand not 
On his own fortune, tho' he have the means 
To bring his mistress to a masque, or taste 
Such favor from the king ; 
Nay, though he live in expectation of 
Some huge preferment in reversion ; if 
He want a present fortune, these are but dreams ; 
They cannot fetch him silks from the mercer, nor 
Discharge a tailor's bill, nor in full plenty — 
Which still preserves a quiet home — 
Maintain a family. 

Lewis, Aptly considered, and to my wish. 
But what's thy censure of the scholar } 

Angel, Troth, if he be nothing else, 
As of the courtier : all his songs and sonnets, 
His anagrams, acrostics, epigrams. 
His deep and philosophical discourse 
Of nature's hidden secrets, make not up 
A perfect husband. He can hardly borrow 
The stars of the celestial crown to make me 
A tire for my head ; nor Charles's wain for a coach ; 
Nor Ganymede for a page, nor a rich gown 
From Juno's wardrobe ; nor would I lie 
Under Heaven's spangled canopy, or banquet 
My guests and gossips with imagined nector. 
No, no, father! 

Tho' I could be well pleased to have my husband 
A courtier and a scholar, young and valiant, 
Hiese are but gaudy nothings, if there be not 
Something to make a substance. 
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Lewis, And what is that ? 

Angel. A full estate ; and that said, IVe said all : 
And get me such a one, with these additions, 
Farewell my single state and welcome wedlock ! 

Lewis, But where is such a one to he met withy 
daughter ? 
A hlack swan is more ccHnmon ; you may wear 
Grey tresses ere you find him. 

Angel. I am not 
So punctual in all ceremonies : I will 'hate 
Two or three of these good parts, hefore I'U dwell 
Too long upon my choice. 

Sylvia, Only, my lord, remember 
That he be young and wealthy ; for without these 
The others yield no relish : but these perfect, 
You must bear small faults, madam. 

Lewis. Merry wench ! (to Sylvia) 
And it becomes you well — I'll to Brisac, 
And try what may be done. In the mean time, home, 
(to Angel.) And feast thy thoughts with the pleasures of 
a bride ! 

Sylvia. Thoughts are but airy food sir : let her taste 
them. 

(Exeunt Lewis, l.h. 1e. Angellina and Stltia, r. i. e. 

•Scene II. — A Garden^ with Brisac's home on l. u. e. 
A garden chair on r.h. (3 G.) 

Enter Eustace^ s two servants J (l.h. i.e.) with trunks^ and 
exeunt into the house. Enter Andrew, Cook, Butler, 
and other servants^ (r.h. i.e.) cross the stage^ ana 
exeuntj carrying trunks^ booksj maps^ fyc. into the 
house, (l.u.e.) 

Andrew, (as he enters.) Unload part o' the library 
and make room 
For the other dozen of carts. 

Cook. Why, hath he more books } 
Andrew. More than ten marts send over. 

* The Act may begin here when it is desired to redaoe ^bB 
length of the play. 
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Cook, And can he tell their names } 

AndrevD» Their names ! he has 'em 
As perfect as you have your bill of fere ; 
He has read them over, leaf by leaf, three thousand 

times, 
But here's the wonder ! Tho' their weight would sink 
A Spanish carrack, without other ballast, 
He carrieth 'em all iir^his head, and yet 
He walks upright. 

Butler. Surely he has a strong brain. 

Andrew. If all thy pipes of wine were fill'd with booksy 
He'd sip thy cellar dry and still be thirsty. 

Butler. Wonderful ! 

Andrew. Then for 's diet 
He eats and digests more volumes at a meal 
Than there would be larks (tho' the sl^ should fell) 
Devour'd in a month in Paris. 

Cook. What a swallow ! 

Andrew. Oh ! his appetite for learning's ravenous. 
But he despises grosser food. Away ! 
I'll tell you more hereafter : here's my old master, 
And another ignorant elder. I'll upon 'em. 

(Cook and Butler go up on r. h. JSntery Jrom 
Jiouse, Brisac and Lewis l. h. 

Briaac. What, Andrew, welcome ! where's my Charles ? 
speak, 
Andrew, where did'st thou leave thy master ? 

Andrew. In serious study, sir, contemplating 
The number of the sands in the highway ; 
And from that, purposes to make a judgment 
Of the remainder in the sea. 

Leuns. This is strange ! 

Andrew. It is his constant custom, sir; he'll lose 
No minute in the day in 's thirst for knowledge. 

Lewis. How lives he, then } 

Andrew. Not as other men do ; 
Few princes fere like him. He breaks his fest 
With Aristotle, dines with Tully, takes 
His watering with the Muses, sups with Livy, 

2 
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Then walks a tarn or two in Via Lactea, 
And after six hoars' conference with the stars, 
Sleeps with old Erra Pat». 

Brisac. 'Tis tnie i' £uth ; 
He's lost in studies, buried in abstractions. 

Andrew. T^ he hath sent his duty, sir, before him. 
In this feir manuscript, (produces a scroll 4m the form ^ 

am ancient letter j and gives it to Brisac. 

Brisac, (opens it) What have we here ? 
Pothooks and andirons ? 

An^ew. I much pity you ; 
It is the Syrian character, or the Arabic ; 
Would you have it said, so deep a scholar 
As master Charles is, should ask blessing 
In any Christian language ? Were it Greek, 
I could interpret for you ; but indeed 
I've gone no further. 

Brisac. There, get thee in, knave. 
And eat. 

Andrew. And drink too, sir ? 

Brisac. And drink too, sir ; 
And see your master's chamber ready for him. 

Andrew. Sir, (Andrew goes up to house steps. 

I will ; but 111 commence my labors first 
I' the pantry and the cellar. 

(Exit into house followed by Cooky Butler ^ 8fc. 

Cook and Butler. So thou shalt, boy ! (Exeunt u. e. 

Brisac. Good Monsieur Lewis, I esteem myself 
Much honor'd in your clear intent to join 
Our ancient families, and make them one. 
Each minute I expect the arrival of my sons. 
And thferefore, that we may proceed (fiscreetly. 
You first shall take a strict perusal of them. 
And then, fi:om your allowance, your fair daughter 
May fashion her afiection. 

iewis. Monsieur Brisac, 
You offer feir and nobly ; and I'll meet you 
In the same line of honor. For my daughter. 
Let others speak her form, and future fortune 
From me descending to her : I in that 
Sit down with silence. 
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BriscLC, You may, my lord, securely ; 
Since fame aloud proclaimeth her perfections. 
Commanding all men's tongues to sing her praises. 
Should I say more, you well might censure me, 
(What yet I never was) a flatterer. 

(Noise without on l.h. andR.n, 
What trampling's that, without, of horses } ' 

L. h. Enter two servants from house j followed by Cookj 
Butler J and other servants. 

Servant. Sir, my young masters both are just alighted. 
(JSxit one servant on the r.h. the other l.h. 
Brisac, Sir, now observe their several dispositions. 
Charles, r.h. (without) Bid my subsiser carry my 
hackney to 
The buttery and give him his bever ; it is a civil 
And sober beast, and will drink moderately ; 
And that done, turn him into the quadrangle. 

Charles enters r.h. Eustace, Egremont & Cowsr, l.h. 

Brisac. That's the elder ; he cannot out of his 

university tone. 
Eustace, (entering) Lackey, take care our coursers be 
well rubb'd 
And cloath'd ; we have outstrip'd the wind in speed. 
Lewis. Aye, marry, sir, there's metal in the young 

fellow ! 
Charles, (kneels) Your blessing, sir ! 
Brisac. Rise, Charles^ thou hast it. 

(Charles rises and takes a hook out. 
Eusta£e. Sir, though it be unusual in the court. 
Since 'tis the country's garb, I bend my knee. 
And do expect what follows, (half kneels) 

Brisac:. Courtly begged ! my blessing ! Take it. 
Eustace, (to Lewis) Your lordship's vowed adorer ! 
What a thing this brother is ! Yet I'll vouchsafe him 
The new Italian shrug. (hows to Charles affectedly. 

Hem ! hem ! 

Charles. I am glad you're well ! 

(goes up on r.h. and reads 
Eustace. Pray you be happy in the knowledge of 
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Thif pair of accomplish'd messieun : 

Tb^ are gallants that hare seen both tn^cs. 

nri$ae, I embrace their loTe. 

Egrem, Which we'll repay with sexmlating. 

(faiMy. And will report your bounty in the court. 

BfUae. I pray you make deserving use onH first. 
Eustace, give ^itertainment to your niends : 
What's in my house is theirs. 

Etutace, Which we'll make use of. 
Let's warm our brains with half a dozen healths, 
And then hang cold discourse ; for well speak 
Fireworks ! 

(Exeunt Eustace, Egremont and Cowst vUo ike 
house J L. u. E. Servants follow them. 

Lewis. What ! at his book already ! 

Brisac. Fie, fie, Charles ! No hour of interruption ! 

Charles. ((Abstracted) Plato differs firom Somites in 
this. 

Brisac. Come, lay them by : 
Let them agree at leisure. 

Charles, (r.) Man's life, sir, being so short, 
And then the way that leads unto 
The knowledge oif ourselves so long and tedious. 
Each minute should be precious. (comes down r.c. 

Brisac. (c.^ To manage worldly business, you must 
part with 
This bookish contemplation, and prepare 
Yourself for action. To thrive in this age 
Is held the palm of learning. You must study 
To know what part of my land's good for the plough, 
And what for pasture ; how to buy and sell 
To the best advantage ; how to cure my oxen 
When they're o'erdone with labor. 

Charles. I may do this 
From what I've read sir. For what concerns tillage. 
Who better can deliver it than Virgil 
In his Georgics ? and to cure your herds 
His Bucolics is a master-piece ! But when 
He does describe the commonwealth of bees. 
Their industry, and knowledge of the herbs, 
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From which they gather honey, 

Their government among themselves, theii* order 

In going forth and coming laden home, 

Their obedience to their king, and his rewards 

To such as labor, with his punishments 

Only inflicted on the slothful drone ; 

Pm ravish'd with it, and there reap my harvest, 

And there receive the gain my cattlcK bring me, 

And there find wax and honey. 

Brisac. And grow rich 
In your imagination ! Heyday ! heyday ! 
Georgics, and Bucolics and bees ! Art mad } 

Charles. No sir, the knowledge of these, guards me 
firom it. 

Brisac, But can you find among your bundle of books, 
And put in all your dictionaries that speak all tongues, 
What happiness is theirs who do espouse 
A well-shaped, wealthy bride } Answer me that. 

Charles, 'Tis frequent, sir, in story : There I read of 
All kind of virtuous and vicious women ; 
The ancient Spartan dames and Roman ladies. 
Their beauties and deformities. And when 
I light upon a Portia or Cornelia, 
Crown'd with still flourishing leaves of truth and goodness, 
With such a feeling I peruse their fortunes. 
As if I then had lived, and fi'eely tasted 
Their ravishing sweetness ; at the present. 
Loving the whole sex for their goodness and example ! 
But, on the contrary, when I look on 
A Clytemnestra or a Tullia, 
The first bath'd in her husband's blood ; the latter, 
Without a touch of pity, driving on 
Her chariot o'er her father's breathless trunk, 
Horror invades my faculties ; and, comparing 
The multitudes o' th' guilty, with the few 
That did die innocent, I detest and loathe 'em 
As ignorance or atheism ! 

Brisac. You resolve then. 
Ne'er to make payment of the debt you owe me } 

Charles, What debt, good sir } 
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Brisac. The debt I paid my fether, 
When I married, and made him a grandsire ; 
Which I expect from you. 

Charles, The children, sir, 
Which I will leave to all posterity. 
Begot and brought up by my painful studies, 
Shall be my living issue. 

Brisac, Very wcdl ! and I shall have a general collec- 
tion 
Of all the quiddits from Adam to this time 
To be my grandchild ! 

Charles. And such a one, I hope, sir, 
As shall not shame your family. 

Brisac. Nor will you take care of my estate ? 

Charles. But in my wishes : 
For know, sir, that the wings on which my soul 
Is mounted, have long since borne her too high 
To stoop to any prey that soars not upwards. 
Sordid and dunghill minds, composed of earth. 
In that gross element fix all their happiness : 
But purer spirits, purged and refined, shake off 
That clog of human frailty. Give me leave 
To enjoy myself: that place that does contain 
My books, the best companions, is to me 
A glorious court, where hourly I converse 
With the old sages and philosophers ; 
And sometimes, for variety, I confer 
With kings, and emperors, and weigh their counsels ; 
Calling their victories, if unjustly got. 
Unto a strict account, and, in my fancy. 
Deface their ill-placed statues. Can I then 
Part with such constant pleasures, to embrace 
Uncertain vanities ? No, be it your care 
To augment your heap of wealth ; it shall be mine 
To increase in knowledge. Lights, there, for my study ! 

(Crosses l.h. and exit into house, 
Brisac. Was ever man that had reason thus trans- 
ported 
From all sense and feeling of his proper good } 
It vexes me ; and if I found not comfort 
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In my young Eustace, I might well conclude 
My name were at a period. 

Lewis, He's indeed, sir, the surer hase to build on. 
(Eustace and the others are heard laughing without, l.u.e. 
Brisac, Eustace! 

(l.u.e.) From house enter Eustace, Eoremoxt, 

CowsY, laughing, 
JSustace, Sir. 
Brisac. Your ear in private. 

(Brisac and Eustace go up the stage. Lewis 
goes to Egremont and Cowset, arid they conr 
verse, (l. h.) Re-enter Andrew from the 
house. 

Andrew, (a^side.) I suspect my master 
Has found harsh welcome ; he's gone supperless 
Into his study. Could I find out the cause — 
It may be borrowing his books or so— 
I shall be satisfied. 

(goes up a little on r. h. and conceals himself. Eu- 
stace and Brisac come down. 

Eustace. My duty shall,-sir. 
Take any form you please ; and in your motion 
To have me married, you cut off all dangers 
The violent heats of youth might bear me to. 

Lewis, (l. c.) It is well answered. 

Eustace. Nor shall you, my lord. 
Nor your fair daughter, ever find just cause 
To mourn your choice of me : 
And but that modesty forbids that I 
Should sound the trumpet of my own deserts, 
I could say, my choice manners have been such 
As rendered me loved and remarkable 
To the princes of the blood. 

Cowsy. ^L.H.) Nay, to the king. 

Egreig. (l. h.) Nay, to the king and council. 

An(kew. (aside) These are court-admirers 
And ever echo him that bears the bag : 
Tho' I be dull-eyed, I see through this juggling. 

Eustace. Then for my hopes — 
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Efrtm. Xar, abttoince c 



As fiur aft asr maaV IiOT» alie litks ? 

Bt tbie gnce and £iTor of mj piiBcdj fiieniiii, 

1 am wbit she wfmld baTc mcL 

Brisae. He aiMaks wcQ, and 1 bdicre him. 

Lacis. ''andt 1 cooid wish I did so. 
(to Brisac^ ^^^ J joa m word, sir. (Lewis ero§Mi to 
BmsAC. ErwTACKf Fcarfiar flitf Cowst oo^^ oh 
L. H. ap.y ilea's m proper gentkman. 
And hath woo much upoo me ; and were he 
But one thii^ that his biother is, the haigain 
Were soon struck up. 

Brisac. What^s that, mT lord ? 

Lnris. Thehor. 

Amdrac. (r.) (astdtj otierkeanmg) Which he is not, 
and, I trost, nerer shall be ! 

Brioae. Come, that shall iHeed no difference. Yoa 



Charles has giren o'er the w<^d : VU undertake. 
And with much ease, to buy his birthright of him 
For a purchase; of new books : nor shall mj estate 
AloDe make way for him, but my elder brother's. 
Who, being issueless, to advance our name 
Doubtless will add his. Your resolution ? 

Lewis. Ill first acquaint my daugfat^ with the ^o- 
ceedings: 
On these terms I am yours, as she shall be : 
Make you no scruple, get the writings ready. 
She shall be tractable. To-morrow we will hold 
A second conference. Farewell, noble fkistace, 
And you, brare gallants ! (crosses to r. h. 

Eustace. Full increase of honor wait ever on your 
lordship ! 

Andrew, (aside) The gout rather, and a perpetual 
megrim ! (exit Lewisy r. h. 

Brisac. You see, Eustace, 
How I travail to possess you of a fortune 
lYou were not bom to. Be you worthy of it ; 



SCENE II.] THE ELDER BROTHER. 21 
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I'll furnish you for a suitor ; visit her, 
And prosper in't. 

Eustace, She's mine, sir, fear it not : 
In all my travels I ne'er met lady yet 
That could resist my courtship. If it take now. 
We are made for ever, and will revel it ! 

JEgrem. and Cowsy. Bravely! bravely! 

(Exeunt Brisac, Eustace, Egremont and 
Cowsy, into the house, 

Andrew, (coines from his concealment) So ! this is to 
be the end on 't ! Don't believe it ! 
My poor master cozened. 
And I a looker on ! If we have studied 
Our majors and our minors, antecedents 
And consequents, to be concluded coxcombs, 
We have made a fair hand on't. I am glad I have fonnd 
Out all their plots and their conspiracies. 
This shall to old Monsieur Miramont : one that, though 
He cannot read a proclamation. 
Yet dotes on learning, and loves my master Charles 
For being a scholar. I hear he's coming hither ; 
I shall meet him ; and if he be that old 
Rough, testy blade, he always used to be. 
He'll ring 'em such a peal as shall go near 
To shake their bell-room ; peradventure beat 'em, 
For he is fire and fiax ; and so have at him ! 

(Exit L. H. into house. 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 
Scene I. (1 G.^ A room in the house of Brisac, 

j^n/er Brisac and Miramont. (l. h.) 

Mxram. Nay brother, brother ! 

Brisac, Pray sir be not moved ; 
I meddle with no business but mine own. 
And in mine own, 'tis reason I should govern. 

Mxram. First know to govern, then, and understand iir, 
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And be as wise as you 're hasty. Though you be 

My brother, and from one blood sprung, I must tell you, 

Heartily and home too — 

Brisac. What, sir ? 

Mxram. What I grieve to find ; 
You're a fool, and an old fool, and that's two. 

Briaac. We'll part 'em, if you please. 

Mxram. No ; they're entail'd to you. 
What ! seek to deprive an honest, noble spirit. 
Your eldest son, sir, and your very image, 
Because he loves his book, and dotes on that, 
And only studies how to know things excellent. 
Above the reach of such coarse brains as yours. 
Such muddy fancies that never will know farther 
Than when to cut your vines, and cozen merchants, 
And choke your hide-bound tenants with musty harvests ! 

Brisac. You go too fest. 

Miram, I'm not come to my pace yet : 
Because he's made his study all his pleasure. 
Therefore must he be flung from his inheritance ^ 
Must he be dispossess 'd, and Monsieur Gingleboy, 
His younger brother — 

Brisac, You forget yourself. 

Mtram. Because he's been to court, and leamM new 
tongues. 
And how to speak a tedious piece of nothing. 
To vary his face as seamen do their compass. 
To worship images of gold and silver, 
And fall before the she-calves of the season. 
Therefore must he jump into his brother's land ? 

Brisac. Have you done yet.? and have you spake 
enough 
In praise of learning, sir ? 

Miram. Never enough. 

Brisac. You are so parlously in love with learning. 
That I'd be glad to know what you understand, brother; 
I'm sure you've read all Aristotle ? 

Miram. 'Faith, no : 
But I believe. I have a learned /ai/^, sir. 
And that's it makes a gentleman of my sort. 
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Tho' I can speak no Greek, I love the sound on't ; 

It goes so thundering, as it conjured devils ! 

Cmirles speaks it loftily, and if thou wert a man, 

Or hadst but ever heard of Homer's Iliads, 

Hesiod, and the Greek Poets, thou wouldst run mad, 

And hang thyself for joy, thou hadst such a gentleman 

To be thy son. Oh ! he has read such things 

To me ! (crosses lo r. h 

JBrisac. And do you understand 'em brother ? 

Miram. I tell thee no ; that's not material : the sound's 
Sufficient to confirm an honest man. 
Good brother Brisac, does your young courtier, 
That wears the fine clothes, and is the ex client gentleman, 
The traveller, the soldier, as you think, too. 
Understand any other power than his tailor ? 
Or know what motion is, more than a horse-race } 
What the moon means, but to light him home firom 

taverns ? 
And must this piece of ignorance be propp'd up. 
Because 't can kiss the hand and cry " sweet lady ?" 
Say it had been at Rome, and seen the relics. 
Drunk your Verdea wine, and rid at Naples ; 
Bought him a box of Venice sweetmeats with it ; 
Must this thing, therefore — 

Brisac, Yes, sir, this thing must ! 
I will not trust my land to one so sotted. 
So grown like a disease unto his study. 
My younger boy is a fine gentleman. 

Miram. He's a fine ass ! a piece of gingerbread, 
Gilt over to please foolish girls and puppets. 

Brisac,' You are my elder brother. 

.Miram, So I had need. 
And have an elder wit, you'd shame us all else ! 
Go to: I say Charles shall inherit. 

Brisac, I say, no; 
Unless Charles had a soul to understand it. 
Can he manage six thousand crowns a year. 
Out of the metaphysics ^ 
Can history cut my hay, or get my com in ? 
And can geometry vend it in the market ^ 
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I wonder you will magnify this madman \ 
You that are old and should understand. 

Idiram, ' Should,' sayest thou ? 
Thou monstrous piece of ignorance in office ! 
Thou that hast no more knowledge than thy clerk infiuoi, 
Thy dapper clerk larded with ends of Latin : 
Thou unreprieyahle dunce ! Dost thou taunt me 
That have nm over story, poetry, 
Humanity ! ' Should understand,' forsooth ! (craages l. h. 

Brx8ac. Tut ! Tut! Put up thine anger! what 111 do, 
I'll do. 

Miram, Thou shalt not do ! 

BrUac, I will. 

Miram, Thou art an ass, then ; 
A dull, old, tedious ass ! thou art ten times worse, 
And of less credit, than dunce Hollingshead, 
The Englishman that writes of shows and sheriffs. 

(Miramont goes up and walks up and down. r. h. 

Enter Lewis, l. h. 

Brisac. Well, take your pleasure ; here's one that I 
must 
Talk with. 

Lewis, Good day, sir ! 

Brisac. Fair to you, sir. 

Lewis, May I speak with you ? 

Brisac. With all my heart ; I was waiting on your 
lordship. 

Lewis, Good morrow, monsieur Miramont. 

JVRram. (r.) O ! sweet sir. 
Keep your good morrow to cool your worship's pottage. 
(a>side) A couple of the world's fools met together 
To raise up dirt and dunghills ! 

Lewis, (to Brisac) Are they drawn ? 

Brisac. They shall be ready, sir, within these two 
hours, 
And Charles set his hand. 

Lewis, 'Tis necessary; for unless 
He seal to the conveyance, it can be 
Of no validity. 
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Brisac, He shall be ready, and do it willingly. 

Mxram. (aside) He shall be hang'd first. 

Brisac. I hope your daughter likes — 

Lewis. She loves him well, sir ! 
Young Eustace is a bait to catch a woman ; 
A budding, sprightly fellow. You're resolved, theiii 
That all shall pass from Charles ? 
All, all ; he's nothing : 
A bunch of books shall be his patrimony. 

Lewis. Will your brother 
Pass over his land too, to your son Eustace ? 
You know he has no heir. 

Miram. He will be flead first. 
And horse-collars made of 's skin ! 

Brisac. Let him alone ; 

A wilful man ; my estate shall serve the turn, fldr— 
And how does your daughter ? 

Lewis. Ready for the hour ; 
And like a blushing rose that stays the pulling. 

Brisac. To-morrow then's the day. 

Leans. Why then, to-morrow 
I'll bring the girl ; get you the writings ready. 

Miram. (crosses (c.) to Lewis) But hark you Mon- 
sieur ; have you the conscience 
To help to rob an heir, an elder brother. 
Of that which Nature and the law flings on him ? 
You were your father's eldest son, I take it, 
And had his land : would you had had his wit, too, 
Or his discretion ! 

You'll say he's none of yours, he is his son ; 
And he'll say he's no son to inherit 
Above a shelf of books. 
Why was he brought up to write, and read, and kmow 

things ; 
Why was he not like his &ther, a dumb justice ? 
A flat, dull piece of phlegm shaped like a man ! 
Can you lay disobedience, want of manners, 
Or any capital crime to his charge ? 

L^ois. (l.) I do not; 
Nor do not weigh your words ; they bite not m^i W^ 

3 
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This man must answer. 

Brisac, (r.) I have done H already ; (crosses to Lewis. 
And given sufficient reason to secure me. 

And so, good morrow brother, to your patience ! 

Lewis. Good morrow. Monsieur Miramont. 

(Exeunt Brisac arid Lewis, l. h. 

Miram. Good night-caps keep your brains wann, or 
maggots will breea in 'em ! 
Dolts ! idiots ! addle-heads ! 
Well, Charles, thou shalt not want to buy thee books 

yet!^ 
The old doting fool, thy father, and thy brother, 
They shall not share a sous of mine between them : 
Nay more, I'll give thee eight thousand crowns a year 
In some high strain to write my epitaph ! 
I will, i' feith I will ! (JExit L, H. 

R. H. JEnter Eustace, Egremont and Cowst laughing 

a>s they enter, 

JEusta^e. How do I look, now, to my elder brother ? 
Nay tis a handsome suit ! 

Cowsy and JEgrem. Courtly, courtly ! 

Eustace. I'll assure you, gentlemen, my tailor has 
travell'd ; 
And speaks as lofty language in his bills, too. 
The cover of an old book would not show thus. 
Fie, fie ! what things these academics are. 
These book worms, how they look ! 

Egrem. They are mere images ; 
No gentle motion, nor behavior in 'em. 

Cowsy. They 're the sneaking'st things, and the con- 
temptablest. 
Such small-beer brains ! To ask 'em anything 
Out of the element of their understandmg 
And they stand gaping like a roasted pig ! " 

Egrem. They 've made a fair youm of your elder 
brother ; 
A pretty piece of flesh ! 

Eusta>ce. I thank 'em for it ; 
Long may he study — ^to give m^ bis 'stat^. 
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Cowsy and JEgremont, Ha ! ha ! ha ! Good I V fidth ! 

EuHtcLce. Saw you my mistress ? 

JEgrem. Yes, she 's a sweet young woman ; 
But be sure you keep her from learning ! 

Eustace. Learning ! faugh ! 
I will not let a scholar in mine house, 
Above a gentle reader ; they corrupt 
The foolish women with their subtle problems : 
I 11 have my house called Ignorance, to fright 
Prating philosophers from entertainment. 

Cowsy. That will do well. Love those, that love good 
fashion. 
And speak the lisp of court. Oh ! 't is great learning 
To ride well, dance well, sing well, play well, 
These are rare endowments. 

Egrem, Aye, and to have seen far countries. 
And to speak strange things, though you speak no truths. 
For then, you make things common. When are you 
married } 

Eustace, To-morrow, I think. We must have a masque^ 
boys. 
And of our own making. 

Egrem, 'T is not half an hour's work ; 
A cupid and a fiddle, and the thing 's done. 

Cowsy. But let 's be handsome : shall they be gods or 
nymphs ? 

Eustace. What ! nymphs with beards ? 

Cowsy. That 's true : we will be knights then. 
Some wand 'ring knights, that light here on a sudden. 

Eustace. Let 's go, let 's go ; I must go visit, gentle- 
men. 
And mark what sweet lips I must kiss to-morrow. 

Egrem. and Cowsy. We attend you sir. 

(Exeunt l. h. 

Scene IL — Charleses Study. (3G.) 

Two tables J chairs j hooks^ terrestrial and celestial globes^ 
mathematical instruments, charts, maps, busts, quad-- 
rants, telescopes, Sfc. Charles discovered (c.) seated. 

Charles, (rings bell) I have forgot to eat and sleep, 
with readmg, 
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And all my faculties turn into study : 

T is meat and sleep ! what, need I outward ganncntB, 

When I can clothe myself with understanding ? 

The stars and glorious planets have no tailors, 

Yet ever new they are, and shine like courtios ; 

The seasons of the year find no fond parents. 

Yet some are arm'd in silver ice that glistens. 

And some in gaudy green come in like maskers ; 

The silk-worm spins her own suit and her lodgiiig, 

And has no aid nor partner in her labors ! 

Why should we care for anything but knowledge, 

Or look upon the world, but to contemn it ! 

JEnter Andrew. Charles rises and goes to a celestial 
globej or looks through a telescope at the heavens. 

Andrew. Would you have anything, sir ? 

Charles, Andrew, I find there is a stie grown o'er the 
eye 
O' the bull, which will go near to blind the constellation.* 

Andrew. Put a gold ring in 's nose, sir ; that '11 cure 
him. 

Charles. Adriadne's crown 's awry, too ; two main 
stars 
That held it fast, are slipp'd out. 

Andrew. Send it, presently. 
To Galileo, the Italian star-wright : 
He'll set it right again, with little labor. 

Charles. Thou art a pretty scholar. (goes and sits. 

Andrew. I hope I shall be ; 
Have I swept your books so often, to know nothing ? 

Charles. I hear thou art married. 

• Charles is apparently speaking here of the sign Taurtu, on 
the celestial globe, which he means to say is accidentally blurred 
with a spot of dirt, which he compares to a stie in the eye of the 
animal ; and afterwards, the '* two main stars that held Adriad- 
ne*s crown," are two little brass studs or nails that fasten it on the 
same globe. This is the reading of the commentators on this pas- 
sage. Charles, therefore, speaking these lines, points to the signs 
on the celestial globe, and is not looking through a telescope, as if 
he referred to the actual constellation in the heavens ; which can 
hardly be supposed to have been subjected the casualties described. 
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Andrew, It hath pleased your father 
To match me to a maid of his own choosing — 
And a sweet favor he has given us, a mile off, sir. 

Charles. Marry thyself to understanding, Andrew ; 
These women are errata in all authors ! 
They 're fair to look at, and bound up in vellum, 
Smooth, white and clear ; but their contents are mon- 
strous ; 
They treat of nothing but disorder and disquiet ; 
I ne'er saw any yet but mine own mother ; 
Or, if I did, I did regard them but 
As shadows that pass by of under creatures. 

Andrew. Shall I bring you one ? 
They are the prettiest natural philosophers to play with ! 

Charles. No, no ! they 're optics to delude men's 
eyes with ; 
They 're cataplasms made of the deadly sins ; 
I '11 none of them ! — 
Does my younger brother speak any Greek yet, Andrew ? 

Andrew. No, but he speaks high Dutch; and that 
goes as daintily. 

Charles. Reach me the books down I read yesterday ; 
(Andrew gets books from table on r. h. and puts 
them on table j (c.) letting some of them fall. 
And make a little fire and get a biscuit ; 
Make clean those instruments of brass. 
And set the great sphere by ; then take the fox-tail, 
And purge the books from dust ; last, take your Lilly, 
And get your part ready, 

Andrew. Shall I go home, sir? 
My wife's name 's Lilly ; there my best part lies, sir. 

Charles. I mean thy grammar. Oh! thou dunder- 
head ! 
Would'st thou be ever fooling with thy wife ? 
Let me have no noise, nor nothing to disturb me : 
I am to find a secret. (sets himself to study 

Andrew. So am I, too ; 
A secret in my wife's declension : 
I fear she 's made herself a common noun — 
A solecism — ^false in person, number, case ; 
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Wrong in her concord, which should be with me — 

For I 'm her adjective. 

Well, if this be so, I shall make some smart for it.* 

(JExit R. H. 

END OF ACT II. 



ACT III. 

Scene I. A chamber in Brisac^s house. (2 G.) 

A staircase masked, (r. u. e.) French window, (c.) A 
hammering a>s of Cooks chopping meat is heard. Ser^ 
vantspass across the Stage from l. to r. with b<isketSj 

Enter Charles, (r. u. e.) mth a book, 

Charles. What a noise is in this house ! My head 

is broken ! 
In every comer, as if the earth were shaken 
There are stirs and motions, hurrying to and firo ! 
What planet rules this house ? Who's there ? 

Enter Andrew (l. h.) 

' Tis I, sir; faithful Andrew. 

Charles. What means this jarring noise ? 

Andrew. The cooks 
Are chopping herbs, and mince meat to make pies, 
And breaking marrow bones : 
There is a massacre of pigs and geese, sir ; 
And turkies for the spit. The cooks are angry, sir, 
And that makes up the medley. 

Charles. And why is all this ? prytheetell me, Andrew : 
Are there any princes to dine here to day } 
IVe read of entertainments for the gods 
At half this charge and change of dishes. 

* These lines o£ Andrew the Editor is alone responsible for ; thef 
were added to give Andrew an exit-tpeech, the value of which 
every actor, fully comprehends. Andreui'B confusion of gramma- 
tical rule is perhaps not out of character in the student's valet, who 
may be supposed to have caught certain phrases without stopping 
to weigh their precise value. 
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I never had but one, and that a small one. 

Andrew Your brother 's married this day — ^he 's mar- 
ried, sir; 
Your younger brother, Eustace. 

Charles. What of that ? 

Andrew, And all the friends about are bidden hither; 
There's not a dog that knows the house but comes, too. 

Charles. Married ? ta whom ? 

Andrew. Why, to a dainty gentlewoman, 
Young, sweet and modest. 

Charles. Is there such ? How does she look ? 

Andb^ew. Oh ! you 'd bless yourself to see her. 
(aside) He shuts his book — ^he ne'er did so before, yet. 

Charles. What does my father for 'em } 

Andrew. Gives all his land, and makes your brother 
heir. 

Charles. Must I have nothing ? 

Andrew. Yes, you must study still, and he 11 maintain 
you. 

Charles. I am his elder brother. 

Andrew. True, you were so ; 
But he has leap'd o'er your shoulders, sir. 

Charles. Tis well ; he 11 not inherit my understanding, 
too? 

Andrew. I think not ; he '11 scarce find tenants to let 
it out to. 

Charles. Hark ! hark ! (crosses l. h, 

Andrew. The coach that brings the fair lady. 
Now you may see her ; she's here. 

Enter (i-. h.) Lewis, Angellina and Ladies. Notary 
and others pass the window, (c. ry from r. to l.) 

Charles. Andrew ! she has a face looks like a story; 
The story of the heavens looks very like her. 

Andrew. She has a wide fece, then. 

Charles. She has a cherubim's. 
Cover 'd and veil'd with modest blushes ! 
Eustace, be happy, whilst poor Charles is patient. 
Get me my books again, and come in with me. 
Heigho ! (Exit Charles j r. i. e. Andrew picks up hook 

and exit after Charles. 
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JStiter (l.h.) Lewis, Angellina and Lewis's Notary. 

loith a deed. 

Zietois, This is the day, child. 
The happy day that must make you a fortune. 
Young Eustace is a gentleman at all points, 
His person excellent ; I know you find that ; 
I read it in your eyes, you like his youth. 
Young handsome people should be matched together. 
And when you 're married, he 's of that soft temper. 
That you may rule and turn him as you please. 
What, are all the writings drawn on our side, sir ? 

Notary, They are, sir ; and I have so fetter'd him. 
That if the elder brother set his hand to. 
Not all the power of law shall e'er release him. 

Itewis. These notaries are notable confident knayes, 
And able to do more mischief than an army. 
T is well ; 't is well. Are you contented, girl ? 
For your will must be known. 

Angel. A husband 's welcome ; and as an humble wife 
I'll entertain him. 

No sov'reignty I aim at ; 't is the man's, sir; 
For she that seeks it, kills her husband's honor. 
The gentleman I have seen, and well observed him^ 
Yet find not that great excellence you promise ; 
A pretty gentleman, and he may please too ; 
And some few flashes I have heard come from him, 
But not to admiration, as to others. 
He 's young and may be good : I hope he '11 prove so : 
It is your pleasure I should make him mine. 
And it has been still my duty to obey you. 

Enter Brisac, Andrew, Cook, Butler and Servants, 

(r. h.) 

Brisac. Wait on your mast^ ; he shall have that be- 
fits him. 

Andrew. No inheritance, sir ? 

Brisac. You speak like a fool, a coxcomb ! 
He shall have annual means to buy him books. 
And find him clothes and meat : what would he more ? 
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Andrew. Shall master Eustace have all ? 

Brisac, All, all : he knows how 
To use it ; he's a man bred i' the world, 
T' other i' the heavens. My masters pray be waiy 
And serviceable ; and cook 
Look to your roast and baked meats handsomely. 
Is the music come } 

Butler, Yes sir, they're here at breakfast. 

BrUcu:, There will be a masque, too : 
And butler your door open to all good fellows ! 



Enter hiLhY (r. h.) Cook, Butler anrf Servants (jrcr 

up on r. h. 

Brisac. My Lilly, welcome ! you are for the linen 
Sort it and set it ready for the table. 
Hark hither, Lilly ! 

Tomorrow night at twelve o'clock I'll sup wi' ye : 
Your husband shall be safe ; I'll send you meat, too. 

Andrew, (r.) (aside) Will you so, sir, will you so? 
I'll make one to eat it : 
I may chance make you stagger, too. 

Brisac. No answer, Lilly ! 

Zdlly. One word about the linen. I '11 be ready, 
And rest your worships still. 

Andrew, (aside) Oh ! you will, will ye ! 
You shall see what rest 't will be ! are you so nimble ? 
A man had need of ten pair of ears to watch you, 
As many eyes as Argus, that my master speaks of. 

Brisac. I will not fail, my Lilly ! 

Lilly, (a^side) Nor I to fit your worship ! 

(Andrew comes down between Lilly and Brisac:. 

Brisac (to Andrew) Wait on your master, fori know 
he wants you ; 
And keep him in his study, that the noise 
May not molest him. Mind you observe me. 

Andrew. That will I, closer than your worship thinks ! 

(Exit Lilly and Andrew, r. h. 

Brisac. (to the servants) Now all to your several duties. 
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Cook^ Butler and Servants. Aye sir, I wairant you. 

(Cook J Buttery Sfc. exeunt j r. h. 

Brisac. Welcome, sweet daughter; welcome, noble 
brother ; 
And you are welcome, sir, with all your writings. 
Ladies most welcome! (JB^n/cr Miramont, l. h.) What^ 

my angry brother ! 
You must be welcome too ; the feast is flat, else. 

JVRram. I am not for your welcome ; I expect none : 
I bring no joys to bless the day withal, 
Nor songs, nor masques to glorify the nuptials. 
I bring an angry mind to see your folly, 
A sharp one, too, to reprehend you for it. 

Brisac. You'll stay and dine though ? 

Miram, All your meat smells musty ; 
Your table will shew nothing to content me. 

Brisac. I '11 assure, here's good meat. 

Miram. But your sauce is scurvy ; 
It is not season'd with the sharpness of discretion. 

Eustace, (r.) It seems your anger is at me, dear 
uncle. 

Miram. (crosses to Eustace) Thee ! Thou 'rt not 
worth my anger ; thou 'rt a boy ! 
A lump o' thy father's likeness made of nothing 
But antic clothes and cringes ! Lady, I pity you ; 
You are a handsome and a sweet young lady. 
And ought to have a handsome man yoked to ye, 
An understanding too : this is a gimcrack ! 

Eustace. These are but harsh words, uncle. 

JVRram. So I me&,n 'em. 
Sir, you play harsher with your elder brother ; 
I but disturb you ; I'll go see my nephew, (crosses to r.h. 

Lexjois. Pray take a piece of rosemary. 

Miram. I '11 wear it ; 
But for the lady's sake, and none of yours ! 
May be I '11 see your table, too. 

Brisac. Pray do, sir. 

Miram. Eugh ! (Exit Miramont, r. h. 

Angel, (l.) A mad old gentleman ! 

Brisac. Yes, faith, sweet daughter, 
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He has been thus his whole age to my knowledge. 
He has made (Jharles his heir, I know that, certainly ; 
Then why should he grudge Eustace anything ? 

{goes up c. 

Angel, (aside) I would not have a light head, nor 
one laden 
With too much learning, as they say this Charfes is. 
That makes his book his mistress. Sure there 's some^iing 
Hid in this old man's anger, more than mere sullenness. 

Brisac. Come, shall we go and seal, brother ? 
All things are ready, and the priest is here. 
When Charles has set his hand unto the writings, 
As he shall instantly, then to the wedding, 
And so to dinner ! 

Lewis, Come then ! 

Eustace, (to AngeL) Your hand, lady. 
Now for a little while, but soon, I hope, forever ! 

Angel, So it be for the best, I hope so too, sir. 

Brisac. It shall be for the best, and better too ! 
So let us haste to sign and seal. Faith they 're 
A handsome couple ! 

JSustace. Fair one, I wait on you. 

(Exeunt up stairca^Cy r. u. e. Brisac and Lewis, 
Eustace and Angellina, Ladies, with Egre- 
MONT and CowsY and Gentlemen and the two 
Notaries are following up the stage. Scene 
closes. 

Scene IL — A chamber in Brisac^s house, (1 G.) 

Miram. Nay, you 're undone. 

Charles. Hum! 

Miram. Ha' ye no greater feeling ? 

Andrew. You were sensible of the great book, m^ 
When it fell on your head ; and now the house 
Is ready to fall, do you fear nothing ? 

Charles. Will he have my books, too ? 

Miram. No, he has a book, 
A fair one, too, to read on, and read wonders, 
I would thou hadst her in thy study, nephew ! 
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Ckmies. Ytt^Inwlur; 
And methou^t \ was m carioQs piece of leeniiig^ 
Handmndy bound, and of m dui^ letter 

Attdrew. He flung away his bocAc. 

jSfinm. I like that in him ; 
Would he had flnng away his doDness too^ 
And spake to her I 

Chirks. And most my hrother hare all ! 

BSram, All that yoor fiUher has. 

Charles. And that fiur woman, too ? 

MBram. That woman also. 

Charles, He has enough, then. 
May I not see her sometimes and call her sister ? 
I will do him no wrong. 

Miram. This makes me mad ; 
I coold now cry for ai^er ! These old fools 
Are the most stabbom, and the wilfnl'st coxcombs ! 
Farewell, and &11 to your bo(^ f focg^ your brother. 
Yon are my heir, and I 11 provide you a wife. 
Ill look apon this marriage, tho' I hate it ! 

(Eocii MiRAMONT, L. H. 

Charles, Land, fortune, wife and all ! my broUier 's 
happy. 

Snter Brisac, l. h. 

Brisac, Where is my son ? 
Andrew, There, sir, casting a figure ; 
What chopping children his brother shall have. 

Brisac. He does well (crosses to him) How do'st, 

Charles ? still at thy book ? 
Andrew. He's studying now, sir, who shall be his &thef . 
Brisac. Peace, you rude knave! Come hither, Charles, 

be merry. 
Charles. I thank you ; I am busy at my book, sir. 
Brisac. You must put your hand, my Charles, as I 
would have you 
Unto a little piece of parchment here ; 
Only your name — ^you write a reasonable hand. 

(Andrew behind Brisac makes signs to Charles 

not to sign. 
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Charles. But I may do unreasonable to write it. 
What is it sir } 

Brisac, To pass the land I have, sir, 
Unto your younger brother. 

Charles. Is it no more r 

Brisac. No, no ; 't is nothing ; you shall be provided for, 
And new books you shall have still, and new studies. 
And have your- meals brought in without thy care, boy, 
And one still to attend you. 

Charles. This shews your love, father. 

Brisac. I'm tender to you. 

Andrew, (aside) Like a stone, I take it. 

Charles. Why father, I 'U come up an' please you let 
me, 
Because I 'd see the thing they call the gentlewoman ; 
I see no women, but through contemplation. 
And there I '11 do 't before the company. 
And wish my brother fortune. 

Brisac. Do, I prythee. 

Charles. I must not stay, for I have things above 
Require my present care. 

Brisac. Take thine own time ; 
Thou shalt have a brave dinner, too. 

Charles, (going out) But I must not stay. 

(Exit. Charlesj l. h. 

Andrew, (aside) Now has he 
O'erthrown himself forever ! I will down 
Into the cellar, and be stark drunk for anger. 

(Exit AndreWy r. h. 

Scene III. — A Drawing Room. (3 G.) 

Couches R. and l. Centre door^ through which there is 
seen a dinner tahh^ which the Servants and Cook are 
laying. Music behind. A table with papers^ 8fc. an 
R. at which are the two Notaries. Lewis, Brisac, 
Eustace a?kZ Angellin A (l. c.) Eoremont, Cowsy, 
and Ladies discovered seated. 

Notary. (Leuns^s, r. h. to Brisac^s) Come, let ^ bring 
his son's hand and all 's done. Is yours ready ? 
4 
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Notary, r. (Briaac^s) 111 dispatch you presently; fiur 
faith I'm hungry. 

Eustace, (r.c.) Do, with haste! Do not we stay 
long, mistress? 

Angel, (l. c.) I find no fault ; 
Better things well done, than want time to do them. 
Uncle, why are you sad ? 

Idhram, (l.) Sweet smeUing blossom ! 
Would I were thine uncle, to thine own content, 
I'd make thy husband's 'stat^ a thousand better, 
A yearly thousand. Thou hast missed a man 
Would weigh down bundles of these empty kexies. 

Angel. Can he speak, sir ? 

Miram. Faith, yes ; but not to women : 
His language is to heaven, and heavenly wonder ; 
To Nature, and her dark and secret causes. 

Angel. And does he speak well there ? 

itltram. Oh, admirably ! 
But he's too bashful to behold a woman ; 
There's none that sees him, nor he troubles none. 

Angel. A strange man ! 

Miram. Faith yes ; yet a clear, sweet spirit. 

Angel. Yet conversation methinks — 

Miram. Faith, so think I ; 
But 't is his rugged fate ! and so I leave you. 

Angel. I like thy nobleness. 

Miram. Sweet bud I thank thee 
And would that he I speak of had to wear thee. 

JSustace. See, my mad uncle 
Is courting my fair mistress. 

Lewis. Let him alone : 
There's nothing that allays an angry mind, 
So soon as a sweet beauty. 

Enter Charles, brought in by Brisac (l. h.) Anoellina 

me9 and stands, (c.) 

Eustace, (r.) My father's here; my brother, too! 
that 's a wonder I (Notary retires back to table. 
Broke l&e a spirit from his cell ! 
Brisac. (l. c.) Come hither, 



\ 
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Come nearer, Charles ; 'twas your desire to see 
My noble daughter, and the company, 
And dve your brother joy, and there to seal, boy ; 
You do like a good brother. 

(goes up to table as for a deed. 
Lewis, (r.) Marry does he. 
And he shall have my love forever for 't. 
Put to your hand, now. 

Notary, r. c. (Lewises) Here's the deed sir, ready. 
Charles, l. c. No, you must pardon me awhile, I tell 
you 
I 'm in contemplation ; do not trouble me. 
Brisac. Come, leave thy study, Charles. 
Charles. I'll leave my life first : 
I study now to be a man, I've found it. 
Before, what man was, was but my argument. 

Mir am. l. h. (rises and crosses) I like this best of all ; 
he has taken fire. 
His dull mist flies away. (Miramont gets round on r. c. 
Eustace. Will you sign, brother ? 
Charles. No, brother, no ! I have no time for poor 
things ; 
I 'm taking the height of that bright constellation. 
J9mac. You trifle time ; come seal. 
Charles. I will not seal, sir ; pardon me ! 
I am your eldest ; and I'll keep my birthright, (crosses c. 
Had you only shewed me land, I had delivered it, 
And been a proud man to have parted with it, 
'T is dirt and labor ; 

But you have open'd to me such a treasure. 
Such an inimitable piece of beauty. 
That I '11 part sooner with my soul of reason. 
Limbs, strength, vigor, all that makes a man, 
And be a plant, a beast, a fish, a fly. 
And only make the number of things up, 
Than yield one foot of land, if she be tied to 't. 
Do I speak right, uncle ? 

Mirain. (l. ) Bravely, my boy ; and I '11 stand by thee ! 
Can he speak now ? Is this a son to sacrifice ? 
Lewis^ He speaks unhappily. 
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Angel. And methinks bravely. 
This the mere scholar ? 

Sustace, You but vex yourself, brother, 
And vex your study, too. 

Charles. Go you, and study ; 
For 't is time, young Eustace. You want both man, an 

manners ; 
I have studied both, although I make no show on 't. 
Go turn the volumes over, 1 have read ; 
Wear out the tedious night, with thy dim lamps, 
Distil the sweetness from the poet's spring, 
And learn to love ; thou know'st not what love is ; 
Traverse the stories of the greatest heroes. 
The wise and noble lives, of good men, walk through : 
Thou hast seen nothing but the face of countries, 
And brought home noming but their empty words \ 
Why should'st thou wear a jewel of this worth, 
That hast no worth within thee to preserve her. 

Beauty clear and fair, 
"Where the air 

Uather like a perfume dwells ; 
Where tlie violet and the rose 
Their blue veins in blush disclose, 

And come to honor nothing else. 
Where to live near. 
And planted there. 

Is to live, and still live new ; 
Where to gain favor is 
More than light, perpetual bliss; 

Make me live by serving you 
Dear, again back recall 

To this light, 
A stranger to himself and all ; 

Both the wonder and the story 

Shall be yours, and eke the glory . 
I am your servant and your thrall ! 

{JSheels to AngeUina, 

JMxramont. (to Eustace) Speak such another ode, and 

t take all yet ! 

' What say you to the scholar, now } 

Angel I wonder ! Is he your brother, sir } 
Eustace. Yes ; would he were buried ! (aside) 
I fear he '11 make an ass of me, a younker ! 
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Angel, Speak not so softly, sir, 'tis very likely. 

Briaac. Come, leave your finical talk, and let' s dispatch 
Charles. 

Charles. Dispatch ! What } 

JBrisac. Why, the land. 

Charles, You are deceived, sir ; 
Now I perceive what 't is that woos a woman, 
And what maincains her, when she 's wooed : 
PU stop here 

Though land and monies, he no happiness. 
Yet they are counted good additions. 
That use PU make : he that neglects a blessing. 
Neglects himself. — May be I have done you wrong, lady^ 
Whose love, and hope, went hand in hand together ; 
May be, my brother, that has long expected 
The happy hour, and blest my ignorance ; 
Pray give me leave, sir ; I would clear all doubts. 
Why did they shew me you ? pray tell me that ? 
You, happy you, why did you break unto me ? 
The rosy-fingered morn ne'er broke so sweetly ! 
I am a man, and have desires within me ; 
Affections too, though they were drown'd awhile, 
And lay dead, till the spring of beauty raised them ; 
Till I saw those eyes, I was but a lump, 
A chaos of confusedness dwelt in me : 
Then, from those eyes, shot Love, and with him light, 
And into form, he drew my faculties ; 
And now I know myself, my land, and thee ; for now 
I love ! 

Brisac, Remove the maid. 

Charles, It is too late, sir ; 
I have her figure here. Nay, frown not, Eustace. 
There are less worthy maids for younger brothers : 
This is no form of silk, but sanctity. 
Which wild and worldly hearts, can never dignify. 
Remove her where you will, I walk along still ; 
You may sooner part the billows of the sea, 
And put a bar betwixt their fellowships. 
Than blot out my remembrance : sooner shut 
Old Time into a den, and stay his motion, 



42 THE ELDER BROTHER. [aCT 



III. 



Wash off the swift hours from his downy wings, 

Or steal eternity, to stop his glass. 

Than shut the sweet idea, that 's horn in me ! 

Room, for an Elder Brother ! [Goes up c. and down. 

Miram, He has studied duel, too ; take heed he' 11 heat 
thee! 
He has frighted the old justice into a fever ; 
Charles, (c.) Do not you think me mad ? 

Angel, (c.) No, certain, sir . 
I have heard nothing from you, but things excellent. 

Charles, You look upon my clothes, and laugh at me, 
Because they 're poor. 

Angel. They have rich linings, sir. 
Charles. Can you love me ? I am an heir, sweet lady, 
However I appear a poor dependant. 
Love you with honor ? I shall love so ever ! 
Is your eye ambitious ? I may be great, lady ! 
Is 't wealth or lands you covet ? They must be mine ? 
Is it you look for youth and handsomeness ? 
I do confess my brother 's a handsome gentleman ; 
But he shall give me leave to lead the way, lady. 
Can you love for love, and make than the reward ? 
The old man shall not love his heaps of gold 
With a more doting superstition, 
Than I'll love you ; the young man his delights ! 
We '11 live together like two wanton vines 
Circling our souls and loves in one another ; 
We '11 spring together and we '11 bear one fruit ; 
One joy shall make us smile, and one grief mourn ; 
One age go with us, and one hour of death. 
Shall close our eyes, and one grave make us happy. 

Angel. And one hand seal the match: I am yours 
for ever ! 

Lewis Nay, stay ! stay ! stay I 

Angel. Nay, 't is too late ; 't is done, sir. 

Brisac. There is a contract. 

Angel. Only conditional. 
That if he had the land, he had my hand, too : 
This gentleman's the heir 

Charles. And will maintain it. 
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Angel (to Eustace) Pray be not angry, sir, at what 
I say; 
Or if you be 't is at your own adventure. 
You have the outside of a pretty gentleman ; but 
T is not a face alone I am in love with; 
{Nor will I say your face is excellent ;) 
Nor they 're not words, unless they be well plac'd, too. 
Nor telling me of clothes, nor coach and horses ; 
No, nor your visits each day in new suits : 
(AU which but show you still a younger brother !) 

Miram. (l.) Gramercy, girl! thou hast a noble 
soul, too ! 

Angel, Nor your long travels, nor your little know- 
ledge. 
Can make me dote upon you ! 'T is the mind. 
The independent soul, the manly heart, 
I look for in a husband ; these I Ve found, 
And am content to dwell with them for ever ! " 

Miram. Faith go study, nephew, (to Emtace) 
And glean some goodness, that you may show manly; 
Or only study how to get a wife, sir. 
You 're cast far behind : T is good you should be 

melancholy ; 
It shows like a gamester that had lost his money ; 
And 't is the fashion to wear your arm in a scarf, sir. 
For you 've had a shrewd cut o'er the fingers ! 

Lems, (to Angellina) But are you in earnest. 

Angel. Yes, believe me, father; you ne'er shall 
choose for me. 
You have had your time without control, dear father, 
And you must give me leave to take mine now, sir. 

Brisac, (to Charles) This is the last time of asking ; 
will you set your hand to ? 

Charles, This is the last time of answering: I will 
never ! 

Br%sa>c. Out of my doors ! 

Charles. Most willingly ! 

JVRram. He shall, Jew ; 
Thou of the tribe of Man(y)asses ! Coxcomb ! 
And never trruble thee more till thy chops be cold, fool ! 
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Angel, Must I be gone, too ? 
Lewis. I will never own thee. 
Angel. But here 's one will ; what fortune he shall 
run, father, 
Be 't good or bad, I must partake with him. 

Charles. Dearest till death. (they embrace, 

Enter Egremont and Cowsy (c. d.) in masquerade, 

JEgrem. When shall the masque begin ? 

Jmram. 'T is done already ! ha ! ha ! 

Eustace. All, all is broken off; I am undone, friend : 
My brother 's wise again, and has spoiled all ! 

Miram. Oh, you may vanish ! 
Perform it at some hall, where costermonger's wives 
May see 't for sixpence apiece, and a cold supper. 
Come, let 's go, Charles : and now my noble daughter, 
I '11 sell the tiles off my house 'ere thou shalt want, 

girl. 
Rate up your dinner, brother ! sell it cheap ! ha ! ha ! 
Send you joy, nephew Eustace ; best go study law, 
And learn a better trick to cheat an elder brother. 

Charles. I 'd have your blessing, sir. 

Brisac. No ; meet me no more ! 
B^one ? thou 'It blast mine eyes, else! 

Charles. I obey you. 

Jjcwis, Nor send not you for gowns. 

Angel. I '11 wear coarse flannels first. 

Charles.* We will not trouble you, fear not ; we 're 
young, 
Have health and strength, and hearts brimful of love ; 
And hope, and confidence in heav'n, ourselves, 
Each other ! what need we then of you or any ! . 
And so, farewell ! is the worst wish we give you ! 
Come dearest ; will you go ? 

Angel. Whithersoever you lead me, and for ever ! 

Brisac and Lewis. Begone ! begone ! (to Eustace) 
draw and prevent them ! 

* This speech of Charle$ and the closing lines are introduced by 
the editor. 
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Miram, (drawing) Ha ! Come on, then I 

Charles takes Angellina, up to c. d. and exits. 
MiRAMONT draws and plants himself before 
them, Eustace advances with drawn sword. 
MiRAMONT attacks and routs him. Andrew 
rushes in unth a broom and attacks Cowst and 
EoREMONT. Ladies scream and run outy and 
in the confusion the Curtain falls, 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

*ScENE I. — Ante-room in hall in Brisac^s house, (1 G.) 
Enter Brisac, Eustace, Egremont, and Cowsy. (r. h.) 

Brisac, Ne'er talk to me; you are no men but 
masquers ; 
You have no souls, no mettle in your bloods, 
No heat to stir ye when you have occasion. 
Are you the courtiers, and the travell'd gallants ? 
You have no more spirit than three sleepy sots ! 

Eustace, What would you have me do, sir? 

Brisac, Follow your brother, and get you out of doors 
' and seek your fortune ; 
Stand still becalm'd, and let an aged dotard, 
A hair-brain'd puppy and bookish boy. 
That never knew a blade above a penknife. 
Cross my design, and take thy bethrothed from thee ! 
In mine own house, too ! Thou despised, poor fellow ! 

Eustace, The reverence that I ever bare to you, sir, 
Then to my. uncle, with whom 't had been but sauci- 

ness 
To have been so rough 

* When it is desired to reduce the length o the play, this scene 
may be omitted. 
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Egrem, And we not seeing him 
Strive in his own cause that was principal, 
And should have led us on, thought it ill manneni 
To begin a quarrel here. 

Brisac. You dare do nothing; 
Three boys on hobby horses, with three penny halbertis, 
Would beat you all. (Eustace walks up and down. 

Oowsy, You must not say so. 

Brisac, Yes, and sing it, too. 

Cowsy, You are a man of peace. 
Therefore we must give way. 

Brisac, I '11 make my way ; 
And therefore quickly leave me, or I '11 force you ; 
And having first torn off your flaunting feathers, 
I '11 trample on 'em ; and if that cannot teach you 
To quit my house, I '11 kick you out of my gates ; 
You gaudy glow-worms carrying seeming fire, 
Yet have no heat within you ! 

Cowsy, Oh, blessed travel ! 
How much we owe thee for our power to suffer ! 

Egrem. Some splenetive youths, now, that had never 
seen 
More than their country smoke, would grow in choler : 
It would show fine in us ! 

Cowsy, Yes, merry would it, 
That are prime courtiers, and must know no angers ; 
But give thanks for our injuries, if we purpose 
To hold our places. 

Brisac, Will you find the door. 
And find it suddenly } You shall lead the way, sir, 
With your perfumed retinue, and recover 
The now-lost Angellina ; or, 
I will adopt some beggar's doubtful issue. 
Before thou shalt inherit. 

Eustace, We '11 to counsel ; 
And what may be done by man's wit or valor. 
We '11 put in execution. 
• Brisac. Do, or never hope I shall know thee, i 

(Exeunt Eustace, Egrbmont, and Cowsy, r. b- 
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Snter Lewis, (l. h.) 

JLewis. Oh, sir, have I found you ? 

Briaac, I never hid myself. Whence flows this fury 
With which, as it appears, you come to fright me } 

Lewis, I smell a plot, a mere conspiracy, 
Among ye all to defeat me of my daughter; 
And if she he not suddenly deliver'd, 
Untainted in her reputation, too, ^ 
The best of France shall know how I am juggled with. 

JBrisac, Nay then, my lord, you go too far, and tax him 
Whose innocency knows not what fear is. 
If your inconstant daughter will not dwell 
On certainties, must you henceforth conclude 
That I am fickle ? What have I omitted 
To make good my integrity and truth ? 
Nor can her lightness, nor your supposition 
Cast an aspersion on me. 

Lewis. No matter : 
I am wrong'd, nor can words cure it. Do not trifle. 
But speedily, once more I do repeat it, 
Restore my daughter as I brought her^ hither, 
Or you shall hear from me in such a kind 
As you will blush to answer. (Exit LewiSy l. h. 

Brisac. All the world 
I think conspires to vex me ; yet I will not 
Torment myself; some sprightly mirth must banish 
The rage and melancholy which hajth almost choked me. 
One. merry hour I '11 have in spite of fortune ! 
Lilly expects me ; and I '11 steal to her 
And laugh and toy my cares away ! Ha ! ha ! 
Well, honest Andrew, I gave you a farm. 
And I must needs go see you keep it well ; 
Your wife shall show it me and do the honors ; 
It 's her duty ; Ha ! poor Andrew ! ha ! ha ! 

(Eodt L. H. 
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Scene II. — Chamber in house of Miramont, with c. o. f. 
A table upon stage on l. h. (3 G.) 
Enter Anoellina and Charles ioith a Hght. 

Charles. Why do you fly me? What have I so ill 
Ahout me, or within me to deserve it ! 

Angel, I am going to my chamher, sir. 

Charles. And I am come to light you. 
Two innocents should not fear one another : 
The glorious sun, hoth rising and declining, 
We boldly look upon ; even then, sweet lady, 
When, like a modest bride, he draws night's curtains, 
Even then he blushes, that men should behold him. 
I 'd see you sleep ; 

You that are, waking, such a noted wonder, 
Must in your slumbers prove an admiration. 
I would behold your dreams, too, if 't were possible. 
Those were rich shows. 

Angel. 1 must be gone. 

Charles. Do not ; 
I '11 not ofiend you even with a word. 
Tho' I never knew 

Before these few hours what a beauty was. 
And such a one that fires all hearts that feel it ; 
Yet I have studied virtuous temperance. 
And sooner would I force a separation 
Betwixt this spirit and its case of flesh. 
Than but conceive one thought against thy modesty, 

Angel. Then we may talk. 

Charles. We may, and freely : 
I am no courtier, of a light condition. 
Apt to take fire at every beauteous face. 
That only serves his will and wantonness. 
And lets the serious part of life run by. 
As their neglected sand. I know a wiser aim ; 
We '11 lose ourselves in Venus' groves of myrtle, 
Where every little bird shall be a cupid, 
And sing of love and youth ; each wind that blows, 
And curls the velvet leaves shall breed delights ; 
The laughing spring shall call us to their banksj 
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And on the perfumed flow'rs we '11 feast our senses ; 
Yet we '11 walk by, untainted of their pleasures, 
And, as they were pure temples, we '11 talk in them. 

Enter Servant (c. d. f.) 

Servant, Sir, sir ! Your brother, with two gallants, 

is at the door, sir ; 
And they 're so violent they '11 take no denial. 
AngeL This is no time of night — 
Charles, Let 'em in, mistress. 
Servant. They stay no leave. Shall I raise the house 

on 'em ? 
Charles, Not a man ; nor make no murmur of t, I 

charge you. 

JSnter Eustace, Egremont and Cowsy. (c. d. p.) 

They come on r. Charles with Anoellina on l. h. 

Eustace, They are here ; my uncle absent ; stand 
close to me. 
How do you, brother, with your curious story ? 
Have you not read her yet sufficiently ? 

Charles, (l. c.) No brother, no. I stay yet in the 
preface ; 
The style 's too hard for you. 

Eustace, (r.) I must entreat her; 
She 's parcel of my goods. (attempts to seize AngeUina. 
Charles. She 's all when you have her. 
Angel, Hold off your hands, unmanly, rude, sir; 
Nor I, nor what I have, depend upon you. 

Charles. Do; let her alone; she gives good coun- 
sel. Do not 
Trouble yourselves with ladies ; they are too light. 
Angel, I cannot love you ; let that satisfy you. 
Eustace. Nay, then, you must go ; I must claim mine 

own. 
Cowsy and Egremont, (r.) Away, away with her I 

(Eustace seizes Anoellina. She breaks away 
to L. H. knocking his hat off. Ccvtst and 
Egremont draw their swords, 
5 



50 THE ELDER BROTHER. [aCT IT. 

Charles. Let her alone. 
Pray let her alone, and take your coxcomh up ; 

(They ctdvance upon himy fencing him up to c. D. 

Let me talk civilly awhile with you, brothor : 
It may be on some terms I may part with her. 

Eustace, C^, is your heart come down ? What are 
your terms, sir ? 

(To Cowsy and Egrem,) Put up ; put up. 
' Charles. This is the first and cluefest. (takes his arm. 
Let 's walk a turn. (snatches his sword. 

Now stand of^ fools, I advise ye : 
Stand as far off as ye would hope for mercy. 
This is the first sword yet I ever handled ; 
(And a sword 's a beauteous thing to look upon,) 
And if it hold, 1 shall so hunt your insolence. 
T is sharp I 'm sure ; and if I put it home, 
Tis ten to one I shall now prick your satins. 
Fetch me a native fencer, I defy lum : 
I feel the fire <^ ten strong spirits in me. 
Do you watch me when my uncle is absent ? 
T^ch me to fight ; I willing am to learn. 
Why stand ye gaping ? Who now touches her ? 
Who calls her his, or who dare name her to me, 
But name her as his own ? Who dares look on her j 
That shall be mortal too ; but think ! 't is dangerous. 
Art thou a fit man to inherit land. 
And hast no wit nor spirit to maintain it ? 
Stand still, thou sign of man ! and pray for thy firiends ; 
Pray heartily ; good prayers may restore ye. 

Angel But do not kill 'em, sir. 

Egrem. No, do not, sir. 

Charles. You speak too late, dear ; 
'Tiis my first fight, and I must do bravely. 
I cannot spare a button of these gentlemen ; 
Did life lie in their heel, Achilles-like, 
I 'd shoio^ my anger at ihose parts, and kill 'em« 
Wlio waits within ? 

Enter two servants 
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Servant, Sir! 

Charles, View 'em all o'er ; view 'em well ; 
Go round about 'em^ and still view their faces ; 
Round about yet : 
See how death waits upon 'em ; 
For thou shalt never view 'em more ! 
JEustace. Pray, hold, sir. 

Charles, I cannot hold, you stand so fair before me. 
Go to my uncle, bid him post to the king 
And get my pardon instantly ; I 've need of 't. 

Exeunt servants^ c. n. f. 
Eustace, Are you so unnatural } 
Charles, You shall die last, sir ; 
I '11 talk thee dead, thou art no man to fight with ! 
Come, will ye come } 

Cawsy. We have no quarrel to you that we know on, 

sir. 
Earem. We 'U quit the house, and ask you mercy, too, 
Good lady, let no murder be done here ; 
We came but to parley. 

Charles, How my sword thirsts after them! Stand 

away, sweet ! 
Eustace, Pray, sir, take my submission, and I disclaim 

forever 

Charles, Away, ye poor things ; ye despicable crea- 
tures! 
Did you come post to fetch a lady from me. 
From a poor schoolboy that ye scorned of late, 
And grow lame in your hearts, when you should execute? 
Pray take her — ^take her ! I am weary of her. 
What did ye bring to carry her ^ 
Egrem, A coach and four horses. 
Charles, But are they good ? 
Egrem, As good as France can shew, sir. 
Charles, Are you willing to leave these and take your 

safeties ? 
Egrem, Yes, sir. 
Cawsy. With all our hearts. 
Charles, Agreed, then. 
Many have got one horse, I 've go four by the bargain; 
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Enter Miramont. (c. d. f.) 

Mir am, (c.) How now? Who 's here? 

Charles, Nay, now you 're gone, without bail. 

Mxram. What ! drawn, my fiiends ? Fetch me my 
two-hand sword. 
I will not leave a head on your shoulders, wretches. 

JSustace. (r. c.) In truth, sir, I came but to do my 
duty 

Cawsy and JSgrem, And we to renew our loves. 

Miram, Bring me a blanket. What came they for ? 

Angel, (to him) To borrow me awhile, sir ; 
The^^ watch'd your being absent, and then thought 
They might do wonders here ; and they have done so. 
For, by my troth, I wonder at their cowardice ! 
St. George upon a sign would grow more sensible ! 
They 're as full of fire 

As a frozen glowworm's tail, and shine fus goodly; 
Nobility and patience are matched rarely 
In them ; their patient virtue is amazing ; 
They '11 stand still for an hour and be beaten ; 
Do n't hurt them, sir, for pity's sake, I pray ; 
Nor fright them more, they 're almost scared to death. 

Miram. They will infect my house with cowardice, 
If they breathe longer in it. Walk and air yourselves. 
As I live they stay not here, white liver'd wretches ! 
Vanish ! 'T is the last warning ; and with speed ! 
For if I take ye in hand, I shall so score ye 
That you shall bear the marks on 't till your death ! 
Vanish, I say ! 

(Exeunt Eustace, Cowsy, Egremont, breaking 

off ai CD. F. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

My horse again, there ! I have other business, 
Which you shall hear hereafter, and laugh at it. 
Good night, Charles ; fair goodness to you, dear lady. 
'T is late, 't is late. (Exit Miramont. c. d. r. 

Angel, Good night ; and pray our loves may have 
A happy end. Would I were worthy of you. 
Or of such parents, that might give you thanks ! 
But I am poor in all but your affections. 
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Once more, good night ! 

Charles. A good night to you, and may 
The dew of sleep fall gently on you, sweet one, 
And lock up those fair lights, in pleasing slumbers ! 
And break betimes sweet mom ! I have lost my light els& 

AngeL Let it be ever night whea I lose you ! 

Charles. Good night — good night ? 

(Exeunt Charles, (l. h.) Angellina, (r. h.) 

Scene III. — A kitchen in the farm house of Andrew^ with 
c. D. p., and set door r. (2 G.) 

Enter Andrew, aX c. d. p. 

Andrew. Are you come old master ? Very good, your 
horse 
Is well set up ; but ere ye part, I '11 ride you. 
And spur your reverend justiceship so hard 
As I shall make the sides o' your reputation bleed : 
Truly I will ! Now must I play at bo-peep— 
A banquet ! good ! good ! ('peeps through set door, r. 
Oh! that Monsieur Miramont, would but keep his word. 
Here were a feast to make him fat with laughter ! 
At the most, 't is not six minutes riding from his hofose, 
Nor will he foil, I hope. 

Enter Miramont, (c. d. p.) 

Oh, you are come, sir ! 

The prey is in the net, and we 'U break in 

Upon occasion. 

Miram. Thou shalt rule me, Andrew : 
Oh ! the infinite fright, that will assail this gentleman ! 
The humiliation of the flesh of this man, 
This grave, austere man ! 
How will those solemn looks appear to me. 
And that severe face, that spake chains and shackles. 
Now I take him in the nick, and prove him hypocrite ! 
He 'd better have stood between two panes of wainscoat, 
And made his recantation in the market. 
Than hear me conjure him. 



\ 
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Andrew. He must pass this way. Soft ! 80& I 
close! 

Enter Brisac and Lilly at set dooTj r. Miramont 

Andrew remain up on l. h. 

Brisac, Ha ! ha ! well done ! well done ! 
Come, kiss me, Lilly ! kiss me, heartily. 

Lilly. You 're merry, su*. 

Brisac. Merry ! I am so, Lilly ; 
And thou 'It be merry too: come leaye fooling, girl, 
And kiss me, kiss me. 

Lilly. I fool not, sir ; 't is 
Your worship 's pleased to jest. 

Brisac. What ! have I not thy promise, Lilly ? 

lAlly. Yes ; and I Ve performed it, too : 
I 've supp 'd upon your worship's viands. 
And own them excellent. What woidd you more ? 
T is late ; and time you should go home : old age 
Needs rest ; I pray you sir be careful of your health. 

3Bram. (aside) How she jeers him ! 

Brisac. You 're a queen, a scoffing, jeering queen ! 

lAlly. It may be so, but I 'm sure I 'U ne'er be youw-^ 

AnSrew. (aside) Good w^ich ! I '11 love thee for this ! 

Brisac. Do not provoke me ; 
If thou dost, I '11 have my farm again, and torn 
Thee out a begging ! 

lAlly. Though you have the will. 
And want of honesty, to deny your deed, sir, 
Yet I hope Andrew has got so much learning 
From my young master as to keep his own. 

Andrew, (aside) I warrant thee, girl. 

Lilly. At the worst I '11 tell a short tale to the judges. 
For what grave ends you signed your lease, and on 
What terms you would revoke it. 

Brisac. Thou darest not ! 
I '11 have thee whipp'd, I will. How my blood boils 
As if 't were o'er a furnace ! 

3lAram. (aside) I shall cool it. 

Brisac. Yet, gentle Lilly, pity and forgive me ; 
I '11 be a friend to you ; a loving, bountiful friend ; 
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And as for Andrew, honest Andrew — 

Andrew. 'T is time for me to speak ; I pray you Imow 
Your cue and second me, sir. By your worship's &yor ! 

(comes down c. 

Bi-isac. Andrew! 

Ambrew. Yes, sir ; I come in time, and not before 
I 'm wanted ; when so deep an understanding 
Holds conference with my wife. I know 
The tenure of my farm; you 're lord o' the soil, sir; 
Lilly 's a weft, a stray, sir ; and so is yours, sir. 

Brisac. Art thou serious ? 
Speak, honest Andrew, since thou hast o'erheard 00. 
Wilt thou be wise, and silent? • 

Andrew, By all means ; 1 11 only have 
A ballad made of 't, sung to some new tune, 
And the name of it shall be the justice-trap , 
It will sell rarely, with your worship's name 
And Lilly 's on the top. 

Brisac, Seek not the ruin of my reputation, AiMbrew. 

Andrew, 'T is for your credit. 
Monsieur Brisac, printed in capital letters, 
Then pasted upon all the posts in Paris. 

Brisac. No mercy, Andrew ? 

Andrew. Oh, it will proclaim you 
From the city to the court and prove sport-royal ! 

Brisac:. Thou shalt keep thy farm. 

Andrew. Then his intent arrivii^. 
The vizard of his hypocrisy pulled off. 
To the judge criminal 

Brisac. Oh! I am undone! 

Andrew. He 's put out of commission with disgrace. 
And held incapable of bearing office 
Ever hereafter. This is my revenge. 
And this I '11 put in practice. 

Brisac. Do but hear me. 

Andrew. To bring me back from my grammar to me 
horn-book. 
It is unpardonable. 

Brisac. Do not play the tyrant, 
Accept of composition. 
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Xdlly, Hear him, Andrew. 

AnSrew, What composition ? 

Brisac. I 11 confirm- thy £Eurm 
And add unto H a hundred acres more 
Adjoining to it. 

Andrew, Hum ! this mollifies ; 
But you 're so fickle, and will again deny this, 
There heing no witness by. 

Brisac, Call any witness, I '11 presently assure it 

Andrew. Say you so ? 
Troth there 's a fiiend of mine, sir, within hearing, 
That is familiar with all that 's past : 
His testimony will be authentical. 

Brisac. Will he be secret ? 

Andrew. You may tie his tongue up as you would 
your purse-strings. (Miramont comes forward l. g. 

Brisac. Miramont! (endeavors to Hide his face. 

JJiBram, Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Andrew. This is my witness ; Lord ! how you 're 
troubled ! 
Sure you have an ague, you shake so with choler. 
He 's your loving brother, sir, and will tell nobody — 
(But all he meets.) 

Brisac, Curse it, to be caught thus ! 

Andrew. If he were one that would make jests of you, 
Or plague you with making your religious gravity 
Ridiculous to your neighbors, then you had 
Some cause to be perplex 'd. 

Brisac. I shall become discourse for clowns and tap- 
sters ! 

Andrew. Now*, sir, 'tis your turn. (to Miramont, 

Mir am. (crosses to him) Who may this be } sure this 
is some mistake ; 
Let me see his face ; it cannot be my brother. 
It cannot be Brisac, that worthy gentl^nan. 
The pillar and the patron of his country ? 
He is too prudent and too virtuous : 
Experience hath taught him to avoid these fooleries. 
He is the punisher, and not the doer. 
This is some counterfeit, he shall be whipp'd for 't : 
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Some base abuser of my worthy brother. 

Brisac. Open the doors ! will ye imprison me ? Are 

ye my judges ? 
][^ram. The man raves. This is not judicious Brisa.c. 
Yet now I think on 't, a' has a kind of dog-look, 
Like my brother ; a guilty, hanging face. 

Brisac, (uncovering his face) I '11 suffer bravely ; 

do your worst, do, do ! 
Miram. Why, that's manly in you ! 
BrisarC. Nor will I rail, nor curse. 

(crosses to Andrew who opens c. d. f. 
You rogue — ^you jade ! I will not meddle with you ; 
But all the torments that e'er fell on men 
That feed on mischief, fall heavily on you all ! 

(Exit J running out c. d. f. — they all laugh heartily, 

Lilly, He 's rightly served ; 't will be a lesson for him. 

Andrew, We '11 teach him to meddle with us scholars. 

Miram, He shall make good his promise to increase 
thy farm, Andrew, 
Or I '11 jeer him to death. Fear nothing, Lilly; 
I am thy champion. This jest goes to Charles ; 
And then I '11 hunt him out, and Monsieur Eustace, 
The gallant courtier, and laugh heartily 
To see 'm mourn together. 

Andrew, 'T will be rare sport, sir. 

(Exit Miramonty (c. d. f.) Lilly holts door 
after Miramont. 

Andrew. Come, Lilly ! 

(Andrew hurries her^ and they exeunt at set 
door, R. H. 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. — Exterior of Mxramont^s house with d. f. c. 

and gar den, (2 G.) 

JEnter Eustace, Egremont, and Cowsy. ^r. h.) 

Eustace. Turn'd out of doors, and baffled ! 

Egrem. We share with you in the affront. 

Cowsy. Yet bear it not like you, 
With such dejection. 

Eustace, My coach and horses made 
The ransom of our cowardice ! 

Cowsy, Pish ! that's nothing : 't is soon recovered. 

Egrem, 'T is but feeding a suitor with false hopes, 
And after squeeze him with a dozen oaths, 
You are new rigg'd, and this no more remember'd. 

Eustace, And does the court, that should be the ex- 
ample 
And oracle of the kingdom, read to us 
No other doctrine ? 

Egrem. None that thrives so well. 

Eustace, Piety then and valor, nor to do nor sufier 
wrong. 
Are these no virtues ? 

Egrem, Rather vices, Eustace. 
Fighting ! what 's fighting } It may be in fashion 
Among provant swords, and buff-jerkin men : 
But with us that swim in choice of silks and tissues. 
To lose a drachm of blood must needs appear 
As coarse as to be honest. 

Eustace, And all this you seriously believe ? 

Cowsy. It is a faith that we will die in ; it is 
The court-faith, sir. 

Eustace, Now my eyes are open ! 
Honor 's nothing with you ? 

Egrem, A mere bubble ! 

Eustace. And yet you wear a sword. 

Egrem. Yes, and a good one ; 
A Milan hilt and Damascus blade ; (unsheathes. 
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For oraament, not use ; the law allows it. 
JEustace. Is 't good to fight with, this ? 
JSgrem. I never tried it : 
Yet I have worn as fair as any man ; 
I am sure I Ve made my cutler rich, and paid 
For several weapons, Turkish and Toledos ; 
Two thousand crowns ; and yet coidd never light 
Upon a fighting one. 

Eustace, I '11 borrow this. 
JSgrem. 'T is at your service 

Eustace, A lath in a velvet scabbard will serve your 
turn. (buckles U on. 

And now I have it, leave me ! You 're infectious ; 
The plague and leprosy of your baseness spreads 
On all that do come near you. You make the court 
A school of vices. 

Egrem, What sudden rapture is this } 
Eustace. A heavenly one, that, raising me from sloth 
and ignorance, 
Carries me up into the air of action, 
And knowle(^e of myself. 

Cowsy, Sure, he 'U beat us, 
I see it in his eyes. 

Eustace. Recant what ye have sdid, ye moi^^ls ; and 
take back 
The venom you have cast upon the court, 
Where you, unworthily, have had warmth and breeding; 
And swear that you, like spiders, have made poison 
Of that which was a saving antidote ! 
Cowsy, We will swear anything. 
Egrem, We honor the court as a most sacred place. 
Cowsy, And will make oath. 
If you enjoin us to 't, nor knave, nor fool. 
Nor coward living in it. 

Eustace, Except you two, you rascals. Confess this, 

and hence ! 
Cowsy. Yes ; we are this, and more, if you will have 
It so. 

Eustace, 'T is well ; now hence ! b^one ! (they cross 
L. H.) and never more 
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Infect my sight ! 

Cowsy. Here 's a cold breakfast, after a sharp nigH^^^ 
walking ! 

Eustace, What ! do ye grumble, rascals ? Vanish t 

Egrem. and Cowsy. We are gone, sir ! 

(Exeunt Cowsy and Eoremont, l. 3I. 

Eustace, And all the poorness of my spirit go wm^ 
you! 
The fetters of my thraldom are filed off ; 
And I at liberty to right myself; 
And, though my hope in Angellina 's little. 
My honor, unto which compared she 's nothing. 
Shall, like the sun, disperse those lowering clouds. 
That yet obscure and dim it. Not the name 
Of brother shall divert me ; but from him 
That in the world's opinion ruin'd me, 
I will seek reparation, and call him 
To a strict account. Ha ! 't is near day : 
And if the muses' friend, rose-cheek'd Aurora 
Invite him to this solitary grove — 
As I much hope she will, he seldom missing 
To pay his vows here to her — I shall hazard 
To hinder his devotions. Ha ! to my wish ! 
'T is he most certain ; and by his side my sword ? 
Blest opportunity ! (retires up on B. a Uttk. 

Enter Charles, /rom Aotwc, d.f. l. 

Charles. I have o'erslept myself, 
And lost part of the mom, but I '11 recover it. 
Before I went to bed, I wrote some notes 
Within my table book, which I '11 now consider. 
Ha ! what means this ? what do I with a sword .> 
Learn'd Mercury needs not the aid of Mars ; and inno- 
cence 
Is to itself a guard. Yet, since arms ever 
Protect arts, I may justly wear and use it ; 
For, since 't was made my prize, I know not how, 
I am grown in love with it. But I trifle ; 
Matters of more weight ask my judgment. 

(Takes out his tablet. 
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Eustace, None, sir ; (comes R.) 
Treat of no other theme, I '11 keep you to it, 
And see you expound it well. 

Charles* Eustace ! 

Eustace The same, sir ; 
Your younger brother, who, as duty binds him, 
Hath all this night attended 
To bid good-morrow to you. 

Charles. This, not in scorn. 
Commands me to return it. Would you aught else ? 

Eustax^e, Oh, much, sir ; here I end not, but begin. 
I must speak to you in another strain 
Than yet I ever used ; and if the language 
Appear rough and harsh. 
You, being my tutor, must condemn yourself 
From whom I leam'd it. 

Charles. When I understand. 
Be 't in what style you please, what 's your demand, 
I shall endeavor in the self-same phrase. 
To make an answer to the point. 

Eustace. I come not 
To lay claim to your birth-right, 't is your own, 
And 't is fit you enjoy it : nor ask I from you 
Your learning and deep knowledge. Though I am not 
A scholar, as you are, I know th&n diamonds 
By your sole industry, patience and labor. 
Forced from steep rocks, and with much toil attain'd ; 
And therefore, without rival, freely wear them. 

Charles. These not repined at, as you seem to inform 
me. 
The motion must be of a strange condition. 
If I refuse to yield to 't ; therefore, Eustace, 
Without this tempest in your looks, propound it, 
And fear not a denial. 

Eustace. I require, then, 
(As from an enemy, and not a brother), 
The reputation of a man, the honor, 
Not by a fair war won when I was waking, 
But in my sleep of folly ravished from me ! 
With these, the restitution of my sword, 

6 
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With large acknowledgement of satisfaction, 
My coach, my horses : I will part with hfe, 
E'er lose one hair of them ; and, what concludes all, 
My mistress Angellina, as she was 
Before the musical ma^c of thy tongue 
Enchanted and seduced her. These performed, 
I perhaps may listen to terms of reconcilement ; but 
If these in every circumstance be not subscribed to. 
To the last gasp I defy thee ! 

Charles, These are strict conditions to a brother. 

JEustace. My rest is up, nor will I go less. 

Charles. I am no gamester, Eustace ; 
Yet I can guess your resolution stands 
To win or lose all : I rejoice to find you 
Thus tender of your honor ; and that at length 
You understand what a wretched thing you were, 
How deeply wounded by yourself, ana made 
Almost incurable by your own hopes : 
And I am happy that I was the surgeon 
That did apply those burning corrosives 
That render you already sensible 
O' th' danger you were plunged in ; in teaching you 
How far, the peace and credit of a man within 
Should be prefer'd before a gaudy outside ; 
So far I go with you. 

Eusta^ce. This discourse is from the subject. 

Charles, I '11 come to it, brother ; — 
But if you think to build upon my ruins, 
You '11 find a false foundation. Your high words 
With me will never carry it. As you are my brother, 
I would dispense a little, but no mor« 
Than honor can give way to ; (nor must I 
Destroy that in myself 1 love in you ;) 
And therefore let not hopes or threats persuade you 
I will descend to any composition 
For which I may be censured. 

Eustace, You shall fight, then. 

Charles, With much unwillingness with you ; but 
If there 's no evasion 

Eustace None! 
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Charles, Hear yet a word ; 
As for the sword Ld other gipperies, 
In a fair way send for 'em and you shall have 'em : 
But rather than surrender Angellina 
Or hear it again mentioned, I oppose 
My hreast unto loud thunder, cast behind me 
AU ties of nature ! 

Eustace. She detain'd, I 'm deaf to all persuasion. 

Charles, Guard thyself, then, Eustace ; 
I use no other rhetoric. (they fight. 

Enter MiRAMONT/rom the house d. p. l. 

Mxram. Clashing of swords so near my house ! 
Brother opposed to brother ! Hold ! hold ! 
Charles ! Eustace ! (draws and parts them* 

Eustace. Second him, or call in more help ; 
Come not between us ; I '11 not know nor spare you ! 

Charles. Off, sir ! let go my arm, 
And suddenly I '11 conjure down the spirit 
That I have raised in him. 
Eustace. Never, Charles, 
'Till by thy death or mine its fire be quench'd. 

Miram, I 'm out of breath, yet trust not too much 
to 't, boys ; 
For, if you pause not suddenly, and hear reason — 
Do, kill your uncle, do ! But that I 'm patient — 
And not a choleric, old, testy fool. 
Like your father, I 'd dance a mattachin — 
Should make you sweat again, I would : 
Charles, I command thee ! 

And Eustace, I entreat thee ! ihou 'rt a brave spark, 
A true, tough-mettled blade, and I begin 
To love thee heartily. Give me a fighting courtier, 
I 'd cherish him for example ; in our age 
They are not bom every day. 

Charles. You of late, sir, in me loved learning. 

Mlram. True ; but understand me, Charles ; 
'T was when young Eustace wore his heart in 's 

breeches. 
And fought his battles in compliments and cringes : 
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But now he 's turned a hero, a Sir Rowland — 
Let me remember : when I was of his years, 
I did look very like him ; and did you see 
My picture as I was then, you would swear 
That eallant Eustace, (1 mean now he dares fight) 
Was the true substance, and the perfect figure. 
Nay, nay, no anger ! you shall have enough, Charles. 

Charles. Sure, sir, I shall not need addition from him. 

Eustace. Nor I from any. This shall decide my 
interest ! 
Though I am lost to all deserving men 
For suffering tamely insufferable wrongs. 
And made a stranger unto my father's house 
And favor, overwhelm'd with all disgraces ; yet 
I will mount upward 
And force myself a fortune ! 

Charles. Seek not, Eustace, 
By violence, what will be offer'd to you 
On easier composition. Tho' I was not 
Allied unto your weakness, you shall find me 
A brother to your bravery of spirit ; 
And one that not compell' to 't by your sword, 
Will share with you in all but Angellina. 

Miram. Nobly said, Charles. 
And learn from my experience, you may hear reason 
And never maim your fighting. For your credit, 
Which you think you have lost, spare Charles, and 

swinge me, 
And soundly, three or four walking velvet cloaks, 
That wear no swords to guard 'em, yet deserve it. 
Thou 'rt made up again. 

Eustace. All this is lip-salve ! 

Miram. It shall be heart's-ease, Eustace, ere I have 
done. 
As for thy father's anger, now thou dar'st fight. 
Ne'er fear it ; I have caught his gravity 
Fast in a string, and will so pinch and wring him, 
That, spite of his authority, thou shalt make 
Thine own conditions with him. 

Eustace. I '11 take leave a little to consider. 
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Miram. Here comes Andrew ; 
But without his comical and learned face. 

Enter Andrew, his face bloody. 

What sad disaster, Andrew ? 

Andrew. You may read, sir, a tragedy in my face ! 

Miram. Art thou in earnest ? 

Andrew. Yes, by my life, sir ; and if now you help 
not. 
And speedily, by force or by persuasion. 
My good old master, (for now I pity him) 
Is ruin'd for ever. 

Charles. Ha ! my father ! in danger ? 
By what means, speak ? 

Andrew. At the suit of Monsieur Lewis ; 
His house is seized upon, and he, in person, 
Is under guard, (I saw it with these eyes, sir,) 
To be conveyed to Paris. 

Charles. Do I live and know my father injured r 

Andrew. And what 's worse, sir ; 
My lady Angellina — 

Charles. What of her .? 

Andeew. She 's carried away, too. 
Miram. How ? 

Andrew. While you were absent, sir, 
A crew of Monsieur Lewis' friends and kinsman, 
By force brake in at the back part of the house. 
And took her away by violence. Faithful Andrew 
(As this can witness for him) did his best 
In her defence ; but 't would not do . 

Charles. Away, 
And see our horses saddled ! 't is no time 
To talk, but do. (Exit Andrew. 

Eustace, you now are offer'd 
A spacious field, and in a pious war 
To exercise your valor ; here 's a cause. 
And such a one, in which to fall is honorable, 
Our father s name commanding it. 

Miram. Aye, aye ; well said ! 
But these unnatural jars 'twixt brothers. 
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E'en should you prosper, would but shame your victory. 

Eustace, I would do much, sir ; still, my reputation — 

l\^Tam, Why Charles shall give you 
All decent satisfaction : nay, join hands, (they take hcmds) 
And heartily : (they embrace) Why this is done like 

brothers ; 
And old as I am, in this cause that concerns 
The honor of our family. Monsieur Lewis, 
If reason cannot work, shall^ find and feel 
There 's hot blood in this arm. Come lads ; I '11 lead 
you! 

Eustace, And if I follow not, a coward's name 
Be branded on my forehead. 

Charles. This spirit makes you 
A sharer in my fortunes. Come on. 
My friend ! that 's more than brother ! 

Miram, Brave lads ! why so 
We are a match against the world in arms ! 

(Exeunt Miramont, Charles and Eustack, 
hand in hand. 

Scene II. — The high road to Paris, The Seine at 
back with vineyards r. & l. A finger post r. u. e. 
" To Paris.'' 

Enter Lewis, Brisac, Angellina, Sylvia, and two 
OFFICERS from roady l. u. e. 

Lewis. I am not deaf to all persuasion. 

.Brisac. I use none ; 
Nor doubt I, tho' awhile my innocency suffers. 
But when the King shall understand how falsely 
Your malice hath inform'd him, he, in justice, 
Must set me right again. 

Angel. Sir, let not passion 
So far transport you as to think in reason 
This violent course repairs, but rather ruins 
That honor you would build up. If respect 
Of my preferment, or my reputation 
May challenge your paternal love and care, 
Why do you, now good fortune has provided 



\ 
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A better husband for me than your hopes 
Could ever fancy, strive to rob me of him ? 
In what is my love for Charles defective, sir ? 
Unless deep learning be a blemish in him, 
Or well-proportion'd limbs be mulcts in nature, 
Or, what you only aim'd at, large revenues 
Are on the sudden grown distasteful to you. 
Of what can you accuse him ? 

Lewis. Of an insult 
To my honor. I am not to be alter'd. To sit down 
With this disgrace would argue me a peasant 
And basely born. 

Angel, Oh, sir ; 't is not the birth 
Or blood, but deeds and virtue make nobility. 

Lewis. SchooPd by thee, minion ! 

Angel. It is a truth I learnt from Charles, sir, and 
I do believe it. 

Letuis. Well ; all rigor that the law, 
And that increase of power by favor yields. 
Shall be with all severity inflicted ; 
You have warrant for it ; no bail wiJl serve ; 
And therefore at your perils, officers, away with 'em. 

(The officers advance to seize Brisac, when 
Charles, Eustace, and Miramont enter. 

Enter Miramont, Charles, Eustace, and Andrew, 

with swords, (l. u. e.) 

Miram. Well overtaken ! ^ 

Eustace. Kill if they resist. 

Charles. He that advances but one step forward, dies. 

Lewis. Show the king's writ. 

Miram. Show your discretion. 

Charles, (to Angel.) You 're once more m my pow'r, 
and if again 
I part with you, let me for ever lose thee ! 

Eusta>ce. Force will not do 't, nor threats ! Accept 
this service 
From your despaired of Eustace. 

Angel. All 's forgotten. (they go up c. 

Lewis. Is the law contemned } 
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Miram, No ; but the torrent 
Of your wilful folly stopp'd ! 

Charles. Do but reflect, sir ; 
What can you wish, in reason, that 's not tender'd 
Here to you ? But for the satisfaction 
Of an obstinate will, and rather than be cross'd 
In what you rashly purposed, you '11 undo 
The credit of your judgment, years and name, 
Sully the reputation of your daughter 
(That none, but least of all her &ther, should 
Dare breath upon), and cast her happiness 
Before the winds ! 

Miram, Aye, and undo yourself, too. 
And your old foolish neighbor ; make your 'states, 
In suits, a prey to grasping advocates ; 
And after they have pluck'd you, return home 
Like a couple of naked fowls, without a feather ! 

Charles. This is a most strong truth, sir. 

Miram, (to Lewis) No, no. Monsieur, 
Let us be right Frenchmen, violent to charge. 
But when our follies are repell'd by reason, 
'T is fit that we retreat and ne'er come on more. 
Come, come ! nay, hold not out ; you 're a good lord, 
And of a gentle nature; in your looks 
I see a kind consent, and it shows nobly ! 
There, there, children, go ask his blessing ; see, 
He is appeas'd. 

Lexms. Well, well, I yield my rage : 
There, take my blessing, girl. Neighbor, will you 
Add yours ? 

Brisac. With all my heart. My foolish heat 
Is past. There, take her, Charles ; you have deserved 
And won her ; wear her long and happily ! 

Charles, Ev'n as the jewel of my precious soul, 
While life- shall beat one pulse, I '11 cherish her ! 

Miram. (to Brisac) And do you hear, old fool ? 

Brisac. Your brother, sir. 

Miram, Well, I '11 not chide. 

(crosses and takes his hand* 
Hereafter, like me, ever dote on learning ; 
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And next love valor. Here 's Eustace, 

He was an ass, but now is grown an amadis ; 

Nor shall he want a wife, if all my land 

Far a jointure can effect it. To conlude 

Let Andrew's farm be increas'd, that is your penance, 

You know for what ! There, there, I 'm <mmb, I '11 

not blab. 
You understand me. So all 's well, on all sides 

(goes to L. H. 
I '11 pay those bill-men, and make large amends. 
Provided we preserve you still our friends. 

Charles. Not hands alone, or smiles, or common way, 
We ask, of approbation to our play ; 
But that you shew your liking to its wit. 
Not in your praise, but often seeing it ; 
That being the grand assurance that can give 
The Poet and the Player means to live. 



THE END, 
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